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AL L Chriſtians 5 3 tao, 
As I went by an Hoſpital, 

A Shepherd kept Sheep on a, 

As I was walking under a Grove, 

A Councel grave our King did hold, 
A Hero of no ſmall Renown, 

As the Fryer hs went along, 

A bonny Lad came to the Court, 

A Pox on thoſe Fools who exclaim, 
Amongſt the pure ones all, 

As Oyfter Nan ſtood by ber Tub, 

Ab Czlia | how can you le, 

Are you grown ſo melancholy, - 

As Collin went from bu Sheep, 

A Wife I do hate, 
 Thouſand- ſeveral ways 12 2 
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An Alphaberical 7. A BL E. 
4 Whig #haf's ful, | 
Hs Cupid Tognifply one Day, 

A young Man fick and like to die, 
At Noon in a ſultry Summer s Day, 
Ah ! how lovely ſweet and dear, 


Adpance, atvance, advance gay, 
Ab fooliſh Laſs ! what 2 1 I dv, 


Be. impudent Fuller invented, 
By Moon-light on the Green, 
— Peggy = that any, 

y y Hoods, and purli 2 1 7 
Belinda, why dv you 4 we © * 
rs to ſarpriſe the World, 3 

aut your Coney- Sling, 92 90 
Bonny Scottiſh Lads that * 


Con bring us Wine in un 
Come pretty Birds preſent your, 
Com fil apr Bowl with, 
Ceaſe. Strephon, ceaſes to, 

Ceaſe whining Damon to c =. 5g 
Czlia my Heart has often rang'd, 
Corinna, if my Fates to love vun | 
Celia Charms are paſt expreſſing, * 
Come Beaus, Virtuoſo's, rich Heir, rKp 
Coaſe, ceaſe of Cupid t * . 


Come, come ge Nymphs, U et 
Chloe bluſh'd,, and ond: * . 

Orlia hence with ON Bey 
D#2 mot bear e 


Divine Aſtrea hitha ;! fn. /2 nl 
Draw Cupid draw, and mar-, 
Damon F you vill believe m 5 
Drunk I was, laſt Night — oP 


BY, 3-2 tir d Yuen *r . . Ws. 
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Air Cælia too fondly contemns, 
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67 FH Damon fly, 'tis Death to ſtay; 
82 Fr n0t Mortal, none ſhall harm, 

87 Newell ungrateful _— 

88 ä 


Ilderoy was 4 benny Boz, 


Good Neighbour, was * you; 
5 

03.1 0 now Sifter Betteris, why look, 
39 Heaven firſt created Women to, 

ears not my Phillis how, n dan % „ 
13 Wow happy's the Mortal whoſe, - W 4 
50 We himſelf courts his own Ruin, 
03 Wow happy and free x the, 


ow charming Phillis &, 

lither turn thee, hither turn thee, 
fere lies William de Valence, 

ſo my dear Foy, now what doſt, 
ere's a Health do the Tackery, © 5 5 
ere are People und Sparta of, Oo oO» 
ow have I curs'd that N Deceit, 


Am a young Laſs of Ln, 

I am 4 jovial Cobler bold nd. 
was 4 rich Merchant Man, 

Sorrow the Tyrant invade; ONO 
the pleaſant Month of- May, ©. r, 
was 4 happy Golden Day, WEIS 
rithee ſend me back, my Heart, 
Chloris all ſoft Charms agree, 

lik d, but never lou d before 
is beware when 2 nan 
am one in whom Nature ba, | 
vain, in vain, the God I aH, 
the Devil's Country-there; - - + 

elder Time there was of Yours, © 

nthia the lovely, the Foy ef, 

ckey met with Jenny Fair, 
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— 


I met with the Devil in the, 
Filting #s in ſuch a Faſhion, 
Jockey loves his Moggy 8 


E T the Females attend, | 
Let's be jolly, fill our Glaſſes, 
Let's fing of Stage-Coaches, 
Laſt Chriſtmas was my Chance, ' 
Lately as thorow the Fair, 
Let Soldiers fight for Pay and Praiſe, 
Long bad Damon been admir'd, 
' Laurinda, who did love Diſdain, 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind, 
was the Day e er Alexis, 
Let s be merry, blith and jolly, 
M 


Me Friend if you would underſtand, 
Marriage it ſeems of for better, 
N O more let Damon's Eyes purſue, 
Nay pifh, nay piſh, nay piſo Sir, 
Now my Freedom's regain d, 

Now, now every Morning my, 


- Ne Phillis, ho you've all the Charms, 
Now to you 3 


0 Nes more to theſe Arms my, 

One Night in my Ramble I, 
Ob let no Eyes be dry, 
Old Lewis le Grand, he raves like, 
Of old Soldiers the Song you, 
Of late in the Park a fair Fancy, 


Ob how you proteſt and 3 


| "4g" PHilander and Sylvia 4 gentle,. 


Poor Jenny and I we tailed, - 
Pretty Floramel, no Tongue can, 
Plague us not with idle Stories, 


An Alphabetical TABLE 


V Mountfort # gone, and the, 
etty Parrot ſay, when — 


Tate - _ all Foy to, 
Stay, ſtay, ſhut the Gates, 

wes to London, Til deceive yon, 

ay, ah ſtay, ah turn, ab whither, 

e how fair and fine ſhe lies, 

nce Cælia only has the Art, 

me brag of their Chloris, 

e Sirs, ſee here, a Docter rare, 

pain thy hopeleſs Paſſion 9 


Here was an old Woman liv d, 

The Suburbs is a fine Place, 

bere can be no glad Man, 

When Jockey would a wooing away, 
bere was 4 Laſs of Iſlington, 

Where was a Lord of worthy Fame, 

ere was 4 Jovial Tinker, - 

ere 5 a fine Doctor now come, 

2 ere was a Knight, and be, 

ink wretched Mortal, think, 

o the Wars I muſt alaſs, 

bo the Pride of my Paſſion fair, 

ell me ye Sicilian Swans, 

To the Grove gentle Love let, 

Tell me no more of Flames in, 

Tho Fortune and Love may be, 

That little Patch upon your Face, 

Tho over all Mankind, beſides my, 

bere lives an Ale-draper near, 

he Caffalier was gone, and the, 

he Devil he pull d off his Facket, 

he jolly, jolly Breeze, 

Je Folly, jolly Bowl, 


wy : 
P, [ JP» Holiday, when Nympbs, 


An Alphabetical TABLE. 


An Alphabetical TABLE. 
# W a ; a 
W Here gott. ſt thou the Haver-mill, 
When firſt Mardyke was made, 
When Maids live to thirty, yet never, 
What Life can compare with the, 
With my Strings of ſmall Wire, 
7 When that young Damon bie ſ d, 
| | Would you be a Man in Faſhion, 


When firſt I fair Celinda knew, 
When buſy Fame o er all the, 
Why am I the only Creature, 
Where would coy Amyntas run, 
When gay Philander left the Plain, 
Wealth breeds Care, Love, Hope, 
When firſt Amy ntas charm'd my, 
Why ſo pale and wan fond Lover, 
When I languiſb d and wiſh'd you, 
When firſt 1 ſaw her charming Face, 
While the Lover ;s thinking, 
| When Jemmy firſt began to love, 
Y 


4 WV OU Maſter Colours pray, 2 
"++ Te brave Boys and Tars, 11 

il Toung Coridon and Phillis, 124 

ot Tour Hay it is mom d, and your, +1 "0d 
4 Tou happy Youths, whoſe Hearts, 19 

1 . Young Ladies that live in the, 26 
* Tou I love by all that true, | 336 
1 You've been with dull Prologues, | 34 
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2% be Fourx-Leco'p EI Dp ER. Or a Horrible 
= Relation of a Doo and an Elder's MAI. 


: 5 John Burtonhead. | 


> 

2 282 LL Chriſtians and L- Elarr too, 
N A For Shame amend your Lives; 5 * 

8 8 I'll tell you of a Dog: reick now, 


48 Vol. v. B BR 


"a... | 4 


Which much concerns you Wives: or. 


One Evening late ſhe ſtept aſide, 


| Her Maſter heard a Rumblement, 
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2 PII IS to Purge Melanchoh. 


An Elder's Maid near Temple-Bar, 
(Ah! _ a Quean was ſhe?) 
take an ugly Maſti Cur, 

Where Chriflans uſe to be. 

Help Houſe of Commons, Houſe of Peers, 
Oh now or never help ! 

Th' Aſſtmbly hath not fat Four Years. 
rn bath brought forth a Whelp. 


Pretendin ng to fetch Eggs ; 
And there ſhe made her elt a Bride, 
+ To one that had Four Legs : 


1 
— 


8 I 


And wonder ſhe did tarry; 
Not dreaming (without his conſent) 
His Dog would ever Marry. 
Help Houſe of Gommong, 


He went to peep, but was afraid, 
And haſtily did run, 

To fetch a Staff to help his Maid, 
Not ing what was done : 

He took his Ruling Elders Cane, 

And cry'd out ee, help, here; 
For Swaſb our Maſtiff, and poor Jane, 
' Are now fight Dog, fight Bear. 
Help Haaſe of Commons, &c. 


But when he came he was full ſorry, 
For he perceiv'd their Strife; 
That according to the Directory. 
e he) cho g and Wife: 
% beri ſaid he) thou cruel Quean, 
haſt thou me beguil'd ? 
T wonder Swa was grown ſo lean, 
Poor Dog he's almoſt ſpoil'd. 


Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 
I thought thou hadff no Carnal Seals, 


But what's in our | 
And could have guenc dt thy EO” 
According to the Claſſes; | 


PII ILS to Purge Melanchah. 


zut all the Pariſh ſee it plaio, 
Since thou art in this pickle ; 
hou art an Independent Quean, 
And lov'ſt a Conventicle. 
Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Alas now each Mali 
Will all the World — ; 
by ſhe that's Spouſe unto a Dog, 
hor, be an Elder's Maid : 
| jetr us if abroad we ſtir, 
G80 Maſter Elder ſtay ; 
Sir, of what Claſs is your Cur? 
And then what can we ſay ? 
Help Houſe of Commons, 


hey'll many graceleſs Ballads ling, 


Of a Pzesbprevian ; 
hat a Lay-Elder is a 
Made up half Dog, 5 Man: 
Dut, out, bid he, (and ſmote her down) 
Was Mankind grown ſo ſcant? 
here's ſcarce another Dog in Town, 
Had took the Covenant. 
Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 
hen Swaſh began to loak full grim, 
And Jane d G chus reply 3 
dir, you thought nought 00 good for him, 
* You fed your Dog = 
Tis true he ook me in = 
And leap'd into my Arms; 
but (as I hope to come ar Church) 
I did your Dog no harm. 
Help Hewſe of Commons, &c. 


W 


ben ſhe was brou 
And there was 


'2 ; 


E as 00 be wh ag 
Poor City Mgids mad 

or City Maide hd maay a Tr, 
B 2. 


4 
B 
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1 ney whipp'd ber lhe : Corda bd fail, | 


And 


bY 511 1s to Purge Melancholy. 
And had ſhe been a Cavalier, | | 


. Surely ſne had been hang d. 
Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Hers was but F:rnication found, 
For which ſhe felt the Laſh ; 
Bur his was Bugg'ry preſum'd, 
Therefore they ed Swaſh : 
What will become of Biſhops then, 
Or Independency? _ 
4 For now we find both Dogs and Men, 
Stand up for Pzesbytrp. 
Help Houſe of Commons, & 


She might have took a Sow-gelder, 
With Synod-men good ſtore, A. 
But ſhe would have a Lay-Elder, 
With Two Legs and Two more : 
Go tell the 4/embly of Divines, 
Tell Adeniram blue; 
Tell Burgeſs, Marſhal, Caſe and Vines, 
Tell Now-and- Anon too. | 
Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Or elſe (at leaſt) a Witch; 
Burt fhe was born in Colcheſter, 
Was ever ſuch a Bitch : 
Take heed all Chriſtian Virgins now, 
The Dog-flar now prevails; 
= / Ladys beware your Monkeys too, 
For Monkeys have long Tails. 
Help Houſe of Commons, &c. 


Bleſs Xing and Queer, and ſend us Peace, 
8 As we had —— Vears ſince: 
For we remember no F 
While we enjoy'd 1 : 
Bleſs ſweet Prince Charles, Two Dualer, Three Girl 
Lord ſave his Majeſty ; 
Grant that his Commons, Lordi, and Earls, 
May lead ſuch Lives as He. | 


Help Houſe of Commons, &c, 7 


| | Some ſay ſhe was a ScoreiÞh Girl, 
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Pri Is to Prge Melanchoh. 7 | 
Plain Proof Ruin d: 
Or, a Grand CHEAT Diſcover. 


\ 


4 ZE] 


2 


2 Old Impudent Fuller invented a Plot, 
JAnd all to diſcover the Devil knows what; 


Abou Bantling ſtrange 
Which no bogy — * 


The better to cheat both the Fools and the Wiſe, 
Zul Impos d on the Nation a Hundred of Lies; 
UT hat none but a Knight of the Poſt could deviſe. 
Which no body can deny. | 


B 3 He 


6 Pits to Purge Melanchoh, 


He tells us he had the Honour to peep, 

In the 14 where the Welch Infant did ſleep 

And found out a Plot which was Damnable deep, 
Which no Body can believe. | 


Then to the Wiſe Senate he ſuddenly went, 
Where he told all the Lies that he then could invent 
For which he was Voted a Rogue by conſent, 

Which no Body can deny. | 


And tho' he was Puniſh'd for that his Offence, 
He has almoſt forgot it, it was ſo long ſince, 
Therefore the old Game he began to Commence, 

Which no Body can deny. 


Then he to the Lords his bold Letters did ſend, 
And told the high Peers, that the Plot he could mend, 


And make it as plain, as he firſt did pretend, 
Which no Body can deny. 


He told them his Witneſſes were mighty Men, 

That wou'd come to the Town, tho' the Devil knows 

And make William Fuller once famous agen, (when, 
Which no Bcay can deny. 


Fhe Lords they were Generous, Noble and Kind, 

And allowed him Freedom his 'Squires to find, 

The which he will do when the Devil is Blind, 
Which no Body can deny. 


So the Peers they declar'd him a ſcandalous Sot, 

And none thinks him fic to m e a Plot, 

If Newgate and Tyburn does fall to his Lot, 
There's no Body will deny. | 


They gave him no more time than himſelf did require, 1 
To find out his Jenes and the wandering quires 
nigher, i 


But the time being come, they were never 
Which no Bedy can deny. ; 


The 


Pits to Fete Melancholy. 
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he brave Houſe of Commons next for him do ſend, 

o hear what the Block- Fogl won'd pretend, 
ho humbly requeſt, that they wou'd him befriend, 
Which no Boay can deny. | 


ne day he declar'd they were near London Town, 
ut the very next Day into Wales they were flown,. 
ch nimble Heel'd Witneſſeſs never were known, 
Which no Body can deny. 


hen being Examin'd about his ſham Plor, | 
le anſwered as t he had minded them nor, 
erhaps the Young Rogue had bis Leſſon forgot, 
Which no Body can deny. 


ut after ſome Study and impudent Tales, 
sk'd for a Commiſſion to march into Wales, 
nd be Chang d te a Herſt, as Rogues 


Which no Body can deny. 


But ſeeing his Impudence till to abound, 

To go ſearch for the Men who were not to be found, 
"BT hey immediately ſent him back to Fleet Pound, 
Which no Body can deny. 


tom the Fleet to the Cart may he quickly advance: 

o learn the true Steps of old Oates's New | 

\nd ſomething beſide, or it is a great Chance, 
Which no Body can deny. | 


leep 


rent, 


end, 


goes to Goak, 


% 


ure, elch Taffy he raves and crys S 8 ; 
her He's abuſed hur Highneſs with ies and with Tales, 
Hur will hang bur if cer hur can catch hor in Wales. 
Which no Body, will. deny. 1 K 
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he her Husband did leave, 

und did likewiſe receive : 

Her Arms, and on Board ſhe did enter; 
nd right valiantly wear, 


9: 


* 


IT H+ 


tere Vith a Reſolution bent, : wa 
dier Lo che Ocean, the Ocean ber Life there to venture. 
anth t of all the Ships Crew, 

ge ot a Seaman that knew, : et op ta 

ved They then had a Woman ſo near em; * 


dn the Ocean ſo deep, | 
he her Council did <P, | 
Ay, and therefore, and therefareſhe never did fear 'em. 


he, was valiant and bold, 

nd would not be controul'd, 

By any that dare to offend her; . 

t a Quarrel aroſe, | a 
he would give him dry Blows, 
And the Captain, the Captain did highly commend hen 


or he took her to be, 

Then of no mean Degree, 

| A Gentleman's Son or a Squire; 7 
Vith a Hand white and fair, 8 N , 
here was none could compare, 


Which the Captain, the Captain did often admire. . 


Dn the Iriſ Shore, 
here the Cannons did roar,” a 
With many ſtout Lads ſhe was landed; 
here her Life to expoſe, 
de loſt two of her Toes. . 
And in Battle, in Battle was daily commende l. 


foe 


: 


11511 


nder Grsfton ſhe fought, 
ike a brave Hero ſtout, 
And made the proud Tories retire; 
dhe in Field did appear, 
n ith a Heart void of Fear, 


And ſbe bravely, ſhe Inu. did charge and give fire. 


„ * 


7 5 ile 


10 Pir 1 s to Purge Molanchob. 


While the battering Balls, 
Did aſſault the ſtrong Walls, 


Of Cork and the ſweet Trumpets founded ; 
She did bravely advance, 


Where by — Chance, 
This young Female, young Female alaſs ſhe was 
(wounded. 
At the End of the Fray, 5 


= 3 lay, WS 5 
en over the Ocean they brought 
To her own Native Shore, © . 
Now they ne er knew before, 
That a Woman, a Woman had been W 
| 6 ter. 


What the long had conceal'd, 
Now at length ſhe reveal'd, 
That the was a Woman that ventur'd ; 
Then ro London with care, 
The did ſtraitways repair, 
rt ſhe dy'd, oh ſhe dy'd e'er the City the enter'd.. 


When her Parents beheld, 
They with Sorrow was fill'd, 
For why they did dearly adore her: 
In her Grave now ſhe lies, | 
*Tis not watery Eyes, 
Na nor Sighing, nor. Sighing that c'er can * 
q a er. 
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1 Tate and Ambition, all F6 $0 great Cefery | ; 
er. Sawney ſhall 1 415 2 C0 y my Cow; 


All Hail to the Shades, all Joy to the Bridegroom, , 
And call upon Debbin dich Hi Je, ho Ih 

Remember ye Whigs, what was formerly done; 
And Jenny come ;þ my bonny Cravat, 

If I live to grow old for I find I go down, 
For I cannot come every Day to 


Jove in his Throne was a Fumbler, Tom #arehing,.. 
And Jockey and Fenny together did lie; 
Oh Mother Reger: Boys, fill us a Bumper, | 
4 For why will ye die my poor Celis, ah why?* _ 


T2 Pi1LLs fo Huge Melanchoh. 


Hark! how thundring Cannons do roar, 
Ladies of London both wealthy and fair; 
Charon make haſt and Ferry me over, 
Lilli burlero bullen a lab. 


Chloris awake, Four-pence-balf-penny-farthing, 

- Give me the Laſs that is true Country bred ; 

Like John of Gaunt 1 walk in Covent-Garden, 
Jam a Maid and a very good Maid: 

Twa bonny Eads was Sawney and Jockey, | 
The Delights of the Bottle and Charms of good Wine; 

Wading the Water ſo deep my ſweet Moggy, 

| Cold and Raw, let it run in the right Li 


Old obadiab ſings Ave- Maris, | 

Sing Lulla-by-Baby with a Dildo ; 
The old Woman and her Cat ſat by the Fire, 

Now this is my Love d'y' like her ho? 
Old Charon thus preach'd ro his Pupil chiles, 

And under this Stone here lies Gabriel John; 

Happy was I at the ſight of Fair Phils, ' | 
Wlat ſhould « Young Woman do with an Old Man? 


There's old Father Peters with his Romiſh Creatures, 
There was an old Woman ſold Pudding and Pies ; 
Cannens with Thunder ſhall fill them with Wonder, 

I once lov'd a Laſs that had bright rowling Eyes: 
There's my Maid Mary, ſhe does mind her-Daby, 

I took to my Heels and away I did run 

And bids him prepare to be happy to Morrow, 
Alaſs! I Johr Bos the right end of a Gun. 


My Life and Death does Jye deſc in your Power; 
And every Man to his Mind, Shrewybury for me; 
On the Bank of a Brook as I ſat Fiſhing, : 

Shall I die a Maid and never Married be: 
Uds bobs let Oliver now be forgotten, 

Joan is as good as my Lady in the Dark; 
Cuckolds are Chriſtians Boys all the World over, 
And here's a full Bumper to Robin John Clark, © * 
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Pils to Ruge Melancholy, 13 
The 3 Watering bis Nacs; | 


„ 
ine; 


Tere: Ne 
an ? ing Trolly lo olly, lo; 
Sod — and Ale for to fel ell, 
es, o, ho, had ſhe ſo, had ſhe ſo, had ſhe ſo ; z 
wi had 4 Ni felt her name was Si, © 
r, ing Trolly Jolly, lolly, lolly, lo ; 
: 1 . at Home for to weleome her Gueſt, 

„ did ſhe ſo, did the fo, did the fo. 


| ere = a 142 riding by. 
ing crolly, Ce. 
| cad for = moſt-plentifully, 
Ho, ho, did he fo, Cc. 
hen one Pot was out he call'd for another, 
Sing trolly, &c. | 
e kils'd the hter before the Mother, 
Ho, ho, did he ſo, &«.. 


nd when Night came on to Bed they went, 
Sing trolly, Gt. *. 
was with the Mother's own. Lonkat,- 
Ho, ho, was it ſo, &. 


14 
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Pit rs to Purge Melanchoh, 
92 ſhe 1 * this ſo ſtiff and warm, 


Tn Hf my Neg he will will you no harm, 
Ho, ho, wont 


But what is this hangs under his Chin, 

— trolly, S. 

"Tis the Bag he puts his Provender in, 
Ho, ho, is it ſo, Ce. 

Quoth he what i — this? Quoth ſhe tis a Well 
Sing trolly, 

Where Ball your Nag may drink his fill, 

Ho, ho, may he fo, Cc. 


ing trol 
Thank catch bold of the Graſs that grows on the in 
Ho, ho, muſt I fo, &c. 
Zut what if the Graſs ſhould. chance to fail, 
Sing trolly, ee. 
JYhove him in ” the Head, pull eee the T 
Ho, ho, muſt-I ſo, Gr. 


„l ee 


A Trip to tb Jubilee. The Time by Mr. R. Lot 


Pits td Page Melanchoh. ig 


Ome bring us Wine in Plenty, 
We've Money enough to ſpend ;. 
te to ſee the Pots empty, - 
Man cannot drink to's Friend : 
n drawer bring up more Wine, | 
+ | merrily let it pals ;. 83 - E 
u drink till our Faces do ſhine, by , 
that wont may look like an Aſs: | Pa” 4 
00889 we'll tell him fo to his Face, 4 | 
ze offers to baulk his Glaſs, | A 
we defy all ſuch dull Society. | , | 
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is drinking makes us merry, 4 
And Mirth diverts all Care; FILE | 
Song of hey down derry, e 
$ better than heavy Air: | | 
ke ready quickly my Boys, 

d fill up your Glaſſes higher; 

r we'll preſent with Huzzas, . f 
d merrily all give J. * ;. [ 
ce drinking's our defire, Mc 


d friendſhip we admire, 822 i 
r here we'll ſtay, ne er call Drawer what's to pay: 725 
. nn 
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Pi! s to. Purge- Melancholy: 


The. Goopd Ftitow. 


Et's be jolly, fill our Glaſſes,. 
Madneſs 'tis for us to think, 
How the World is rul'd by Aﬀes, 
That o'erſway the Wiſe with Chink : 
Let not ſuch vain Thoughts oppreſs us, 
Riches prove to them a Snare; 
We are all as rich as Creſwe,. 
Drink your Glaſſes, take no care. 


Wine will make us freſh as Roſes, 

And our Sorrows all forgor ; 
Let us fuddle well our Noles, 

Drink our ſelves quite out of Debt: 
When grim Death is looking for us, 
U hilſt we're ſinging o'er our Bowls;. 
- Bacchus joyning in our Chorus, 

Death depart, here's none but Souls, Jo- 
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key's Eſcape from DUNDEE; and the Far- 
ſons Daughter whom be bad Mow'd. | 


Here gott'ſt thou the Haver-mill bonack ? 
Blind Booby can'ſt thou nor ſee ; 

got it out of the Scotch-man's Wallet, 

As he lig louſing him under a Tree: 

me fil up my Cup, come fill up my Can, 

me Saddle my Horſe, and call up my Man; 
Come open the Gates, and let me go free, 

And ſhew me the Way to bemy Dundee. x 
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Ef 

For I have neither robbed nor ſtole, pth 
Nor have I done any injury ; 7 
But I have gotten a Fair Maid with Child, be 


The Miniſter's Daughter of bonny Dundee: 

Come fill up my Cup, come fill up my Can, 

Come ſaddle my Horſe and call up my May, 

Come open the Gates and let me go free, 
Dundee. 


And Iſe gang no more to bonny 
Altho' Iſe gotten her Maiden-head, 
Geud fe th Iſe given her mine in lieu; he 
For when at her Daddy's Iſe gang to Bed, 2 


Iſe mow ' d her without any more to do? 
Iſe cuddle her cloſe, and gave her à Kiſs, 
Pray tell now where is the harm of this, 


Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
An Iſe gang no more to hey Daddes. 


All Scotland ne'er afforded a Laſs 

So bonny and blith as Jemy my dear; 
Iſe gave her a Gown of green on the Graſs, 
But now Iſe no longer muſt tarry here: 
Then ſaddle my Nag that's bonay and gay, 
For now it is time to gang hence away, 
Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
She's ken me no more unto benny Dundee. 


In Liberty ſtill Ireckon to Reign, 

For why I have done no honeſt Man wrong ; 
The Parſon may take his Daughter again, 
For ſhe'll be a Mammy before it is long: 
And have a — my or Laſs of my breed, 
Iſe think I have her a generous deed. 
Then open the Gates and let me go free, 
Fo Ie 


gang no more t0 benny Dundee. 


Since Jenny the Fair was willing and kind, 

And came to my Arms 1 ready good will; 
A token of love Iſe left her behind, 

Thus I have requited her kindneſs ſtill; 
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Jenny the Fair I often had mow d, 
other may reap the harveſt I ſfow's, 


hen open the Gates and let me & free, 
he's ken me no more te bonny dee. 


Daddy would have me to make her my Bride, 
But have and to hold I ne er could endure; 
mm bonny Dundee this Day I will ride, 

t being a place not ſafe and ſecure: 

en Jenny farewel my __ my dear, 

th Sword in my Hand the paſſage I'ſe clear 3 

hen open the Gates and let me go It 


or Iſe gang no more to bony Dundee. 


Father he is a muckle good Leard, : 
ly Mother a Lady bonny and gay; 
en while I have ſtrength to handle a Sweard, 
he Parſon's requeſt Iſe never obey: 
en Sammy my Man be thou of my Mind, 
bonny Dundee we'ſe ne'er be confin'd, 
Ne Gates we will force to ſet our ſelves free, 
ind never come more to bonny Dundee. 


zen Sawny reply'd Iſe never refuſe, 

o fight for a Leard ſo valiant and bold; 
hile I have a drop of Blood for to loſe, 
E'er any fickle Loon ſhall keep us in hold : 
is Sweard in my Hand T'11 * weild, 
d fight by your ſide to kill or be kill'd 
or Fereing the Gates and fet our ſetves free, 

nd ſo bid adieu to bomy Dundee. 


ith Sweard ready drawn they rid to the Gate, 
here being denied an Entrance thro' 

e Maſter and Man they fought ar that rate, 

That ſome ran away, and others they flew: 

us Fockey the Leard and Sawny the Man, 

ey valiantly fought as Highlanders can, whe 


In ſpight of the Loons they * themſelves free, 


Aud ſo bid adieu to benny 
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4 SONG Sung by Mr. Dogget. 
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with a hey geeup, geeup hey bo, with a hey gee BF | 
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In Coaches thus ſtrowling, 
Who wou'd not be rowling ; 
With * on each ſide, 
Still Pratling and Playing; 
Our Knees interlaying, 
We merrily ride. 
With a hey, &c. 


Here chance kindly mixes, 
All ſorts and all Sexes, 
More Females than Men, 
We ſqueeſe em, we caſe em, 
2- The jolting does pleaſe em, 
Drive jollily then, 
With a hey, &Cc. 


The harder you're driving, 
The more tis reviving, 
Nor fear we to tell, 


For if the Coach tumble, 4 
2 We'll have a rare Jumble, | 4 
And then uptails all, AR... 
With a hey, &c. 
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The Crafty Cracks of Eaſt-Smith-Field, 


pick't up a Maſter Colour upon Tower- 


whom they Plundred of a Purſe of Silver 
above Threeſcore Guineas. me ; 


— — 


. 


— 
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—_— Maſter Colours pray draw near, 
po 


And liſten to m it; 


My Grief is great, for lo of late, 
— Ladies I chanc'd to Court: 

Who did meet me on Tower-Hil, 
Their Beauties I did behold : 

Thoſe Crafty Jades have learnt their Trades, 
And plunder'd me of . Gold, 
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tell you how it came to pals, 

his ſorrowful Story is thus: 

Guineas bright a glorious Sight, 

had in a Cat-skin Purſe: 

e Value of near Fourſcore Pounds, 

\s good as e' er I had told, 

? Crafty Jades haue learm their Trades, 
nd plunder'd me of my Gold. 


w two poor diſtreſſed Men, 

Vho lay upon Thwen-Hif, 8 
whom in brief I gave Relief, 
According to my good VVill: 

o wanton Miſſes drawing near, 
ly Guiness they did behold; 

ey laid a Plot by which they got, 
y Silver and yellow Gold. 


ey both addreſs'd themſelves to me, 
And thus they was pleas'd to ſay; 
d Sir, indeed, we ſtand in need, 
Altho' we are fine and gay: 
ſome Relief which you may give, 
thought they were ſomething bold ; — 7 
e Plot was laid, I was betray d, 
And plunder'd of all my Gold. 


als tis pity, then Lery'd, 

Such Ladies of good Repute, 

duld want Relief, therefore in brief, 
gave 'em a kind Salute: 

ought I of them I'll have my VVill, 
Itho' I am ſomething old; | 

ey were I ſee too wiſe for me, 


They plunder'd me of my Gold. ul 


Then 
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Then to Eaft-Smithfield was I led, 
And there I was entertain'd; 
Wich Kiſſes fine and Brandy Wine, 
2 we — — d 4 
Methought it was th: ic 
That — 1 did behold, _ 
Sweet Meat alaſs! had ſower Sauce, 
They plunder'd me of my Gold, 


Time after Time to pay their Shor, 
My Guineas I would lug out; 

Thoſe Miſſes they wou d make me ſtay, 
And rally the other bout: 

I took my Fill of Pleaſures then 
Altho' I was ſomething old; 

Thoſe Joys are paſt, they would not laſt, 
Im plunder'd of all my Gold. 


As I was at the wanton Game, 
My Pocket they fairly pick'd ; 
And all my Wealth they took by 
| Thus was a poor Colour trick'd: 
Let me therefore a Warning be, 
To Merchants both young and old; 6 
For now of late hard was my Fate, 
I'm plunder'd of all my Gold. 


ot three Pounds in Silver bright, 

And Guineas above Threeſcore, 

Such ſharping Cracks breaks Merchants Backs, 
I'll never come near them more: 

Sure now I have mop of them, 

My Sorrow cannot be told ; 

That crafty Crew makes me Jook Blew, 

I'miplunder'd of all my Gold. 


The Dance of the Us u s » and the Devil. 
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AST Chriſtmas 'twas my chance, 
To be in Pars City; 
here I did fee a Dance, 
n my conceit was very pretty By men of France. 


rſt came the Lord of Pool, 
\nd he begun his Meaſure; 
e next came in a Fool, 


Ind Danc'd with him for pleaſure With his Tool. 


e next a Knight came in, 
ho look'd as he would ſwagger g 
d after followed him 
merry needy Beggar — Dancing is. 


ne next a Gentleman, 
Jn him a Servant tending z 
d there the Dance began, i 
ith nimble Bodies bending —» Like two Friends, 


OL. V. C Then 
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Then in a Lawyer came, 
With him a Knave came leaping ; 
And as they Danc'd in Frame, 
So Hand in Hand went skipping— To the Tern 


The next a Citizen, 
And he a Cuckold leading ; 
So round about the Room, 
Their Maſque they fell a treading—And fain the; 


Wo | 
The next an Uſurer, my 
Old fat Guts he came gruating ; 
The Devil left all care, 3 
For joy he fell a Jumping — To ſee him there. 


And ending then their Maſque, 
The Fool his Lord he carries 
Vpon his Back in haſt, 


No longer there he tarries— But left the place, 


The Beggar took the Knight, 
Who took it in Deriſion; 
The Searjeant took in Spite, 
The Gentleman to Priſon— For all his might. 


The Cuckold, ſilly Man, 
Altho' he was abhorred ; 
He took the Citizen, 
And led him by the Forehead And out he ran, 


The Devil lik'd it well, 
| His lot it was to carry; 
'The Uſurer to Hell, 
And there with him to tarry. 


"work 


Lonp cN is a fine Town, 


2 
* 


H E Suburbs is a fine Place — to the City, 
It has no Government at all, alack the more the Pity; 

\ Wife, a ſilly Animal, eſteem'd in that ſame Place, 
or there a civil Woman now's alham'd to ſhew her Face: 
The Miſſes there have each Man's Time, his Money, 
(nay, his Heart, 

Then all in all, both great and ſmall, & all in ev'ry Part. 


ce. 


Vhich Part it is a thorough-fair ſo open and ſo large, 
ne well might fail through ev'ry Tail even in a 


(weſtern Barge ; 
heſe Cracks that Coach it now, when firſt they came 
| (ro Town, 


id turn up Tail for a Potof Ale in Linſey Wolſey Gown, 


The Bullics firſt debauch d 'em, in Baudy Covent- Garda, 
hat filthy place, where ne er a Wench Was * * — 
555 | a LACenung 3 
nd when their Maiden-heads are ſold to ſneaking Lords, 
hich Lords are Clapt at leaſt nine-fold for taking of 
| (their Words. 
\nd then my Lord, that manytries, ſhe looks ſo Innocent, 
elieving ke, Infe&ed hor, he makes a Settlement ;. 
Theſe ate your Cracks, who skill'd in all kind of De- 
; 1118 * 52 a Is „ 79 (bauckes 
Do daily piſs, ſpuc & whore in their oven glaſsCoachds.” 
C 2 3 Now 
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De SUBUR Bs i us place: To the Tune of 


8 


28 PIIIs to Purge Melanchoh. 
Now Miſs tum Night-walker, till Lord Mayor's Me 


(lhe me 

'O'er night ſhe's Drunk, next Day ſhe's finely flogged 
(rhro' London ſtreet 

After their Rooms of State are chang'd to Bulks or 
(Coblers Stal 

»Till Poverty and Pox agree they dying in Hoſpit: 


This Suburbs gallant Fop that takes delight in Roaring 
He ſpends his time in Huffing, Swearing, Drinking 
| (and in Whoring 
Andifan honeſt Man and his Wife meet them in the Dai 
Makes nothing to run the Husband through to get ii 
(name of Spa 


But when the Conſtable appears, the Gallant, let me tell 
His Heart defiles hi Breeches, and ſinks into his Bel) 
'Theſe are the ſilly Rogues that think it fine and witty 
To laugh and joak at Alderme,nthe Rulers of the Ci 


They'dkiſsour Wives, but hold,foralltheirplotting Pate 
While they would get us Children, we are getting 
(their Eſtate 

And ſtill in vain they Court pretending it their Car 
That their Eſtates may thus deſcend unto the Lond 

| ai 


Their Play-houſes I hate, are Shops to ſer off Wenche 
Where Fop and Miſs, like Dog and Bitch, do couple 

| ; (under Benche 
That I might adviſe the chiefeſt Play-houſe monger, 
I have a Siſter of my own both Handſomer and Young! 


She lives not far off in the Pariſh of St. Clements, 
She never lived in Cellar nor ſold Oranges and Leme 
Then why ſhould Play-houſe Trulls with Paint and 
D (ſuch Temptatio 

Be an Eye ſore to me & more to the beſt part o'ch' Natic 


Now you that all this while have liſtened to my Dit 
With ſtreightned Hands pray drink a Health my th 

k (no a 
And let us pray to Jove, theſe Suburb folks to mend 
And having now no more to ſay, I think ir fir to end 


2 
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The Old Woman's W1S H. 


AS I went by an Hoſpital, 
I heard an Old Woman cry, 
Kind Sir, quoth ſhe, be kind to me, 
Once more before I Die, 
And grant to me thoſe Joys, 
That belong to Woman-kind, 
And the Fates above reward your Love, 
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


I find an itching in my Blood, 
| Altho' it be ſomething Cold, 
end Therefore Good Man do what > as can, 
To comfort me now I'm + ; 
3 
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And Grant to me thoſe Joys, 
That belong to Woman-kind, 
And the Fates above Reward your Love, 
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


Altho' I cannot ſee the Day, 

Nor never a glance of light ; 

Kind Sir, I ſwear and do declare, 
I honour the Joys of Night: 

Then grant to me thoſe Joys, 
That belong to Woman-kind, 

And the Fates above Reward you Love, 
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


When I was in my blooming Youth, 
My vigorous Love was Hot; 
Now in my Age I dare Engage, 
A fancy I ſtill have got : 
Then give to me thoſe — 
That belong to Woman: kind, 
And the Fates above Reward your Love, 
| Fo an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


You ſhalt miſs of a Reward, 

If Readily you comply ; 
Then do not Bluſh but rouch my fleſh, 
This minute before I die: | 
O let me taſt thoſe Joys, 
That belong to Woman-kind, 

And the Fates above Reward your Love, 
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


1 Forty Shillings would freely give, 
| Iz all the Mony I have; 
Which I full long how begged for, 
Io carry me to my Grave: 

This 1 would give to have the Bliſs, 
That belongs to Woman kind, 
And the Fates above reward your Love, 

o an. Old Woman Poor and Blind. 14 
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had a Husband in my Youth, 

As — well 'tis known, 

he truth to tell he pleaſed me well, 
But now I am left alone; | 

nd long to taſt the . Old Game, 
That belongs to Woman-kind : * 

nd the Fates aboye Reward your Love, 
To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


Forty Shillings will not do, 
My Petticoat and my Cowa; | 
lay Smock alſo ſhall freely go, | 
To make up the other Crown: 

hen Sir, pray Grant that kind Requeſt, 

That belongs to Woman-kind; _ + 

d the Fates above Reward your Love, 

To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


ho? I am Fourſcore Years of Age, 
I Love with a Right goog Will * — 
ad what in truth I want in Youth, ae 
| have it in perſec Skill: — 1 
en grant to me that Charming Bliſs, 

That belongs to Woman-kind; 

nd the Fates above Reward your Love, 

To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


ow if you do not pleaſure me, 

And give me the thing I crayez 

do June F ſhall not reſt, 

NK 
ore ir, grant me the Joys, 

That belong to — 

ud the Fates above Reward your Love, 

To an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 


- = 
© 4% o * F 
« 
© . * 
6 — 
2 
„ * o 
- * 
1 
- * 
— 
— OG w 


= 
rr OG — DI — — 


® 
r Lott cd 


# = 
— — — 


| 12 | bis Melauc hoh. 
The Mad. Mans SONG. 


T Here can be no Glad-· man compar d to the Mad - ma 
His Mind is ſtill void of Care; 
His Firs and his Fancies, are above all Miſchances, 
And Mirth is his ordinary Fare. | 
Then be tbon Mad, Mad, Mad let's be, 
Nor ſhall the foul Fiend be Madder than we. 


The Wiſe and the Witty, in Court and in City, 
Are ſubje& to Sorrow and Pain ; 

While he that is Mad, knows not why to be Sad, 

Nor has any cauſe to complain: | 
- 'Then be thou Mad, &c 


laugh at you Wiſe Men, that thus do deſpiſe Men, 
hoſe Senſes you think to Decline; | 

rk well and you'll ſee, what you count but Frenzy, 

ls indeed but Raptures Divine. 

Then be thou Mad, &c. 


t the Grave and the Wiſe, pluck out their Eyes, 
o ſer forth a Book worth a Groart ;! 


\nd Chirp a merry Note. 
Then be thou Mad, &c. 


ſt thou loſt thy Eſtate Man, why, care not for that 
Vhat Wealth may'ſt nor fancy thy own; (Mans. 
pre then Queen Dido, or her Aſs-Ear d Midas, 

That great Philoſopher's ſtone. 

Then be thou Mad, &c. 


ey was a Mad-man, and fo long a Glad-man, . 
ut at length he was forc'd to flee; 

Ceſar from Gallia beat him in Pharſaliaz 

Cauſe a madder Fellow then he. 

Then be thou Mad, &c. 3 


was this Extaſie brave, that the great Courage gayes, 
f your Eyes were but ope. and would ſee 3 

great Alexander, that mighty Commander, 

\s Mad a Fellow as could be. 

Then be thou Mad, &c. 


en around goes a Health to the Lady o'ch*. Houſes, 
f any Man here does forſake it; 

a Fool let him go, we know. better Manners; 

\nd ſo we mean to take it. 

Then be thou Mad, &C. 


es, 


rc 's no Night Mirth's going, nor any Lad wooingy, 
pur Mad- men are pri vy unto it; 

the Stars ſo peep, into every ſuch thing, 
1nd wink. upon us as you do it. 5 

Then be thou Mad, _ | 
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Mad-men are quicker, grow Learn'd with 2 "$3 
(Liquor,. 
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When the Froſt, Ice and Snow, do benumb things b. 


* A&A Mad-man needs baulk no manner of talk, 


We Chirp as merry as Larks; (ol 
ur Sack and our. Madneſs, conſumes cold and ſadne 
And we are the Jovial Sparks, 


Then be than Mad, &c. 


Has thy Niſtreſs frown ' d an thee, or thy Rival on 


e 
bright Miralind and good ly Dulci 
— ihereſt of the Faries are thine. WM | 


His E never 8 Treaſon; 
Hut a wiſe Knaye would ſuffer, if the ſame he ſhot 
For a wiſe Man's Guilt is his Reaſon. (lutte 
Then, be thou. Mod, &c. 2 


— — x — 2 


Shepherd kept Sheep on a Hill fo high, fa, lo, lo &c:-. 
And there came a pretty Maid paſſing by, fs, la, &c. 
Shepherd, quoth ſhe, doſt thou want e' er a Wife, 

No by my troth I'm net weary of my Life, fa, la, la &c. 


Shepherd for thee I care not a Fly, fa, la, la, _ 
For thou'ſt not the Face with a fair Maid to lie, fo; be, 
How now my Damſel, ſay'ſt thou me ſo, ee 

Thou ſhalt taſt of my bottle before thou doſt go, fa; la.-. 


Then he took her and laid her upon the Ground, fel, 
And made 1 hot the World won, * fa, la., 
Look yonder my Shepherd, yonder , " | 
There are fine pretty Babies that dance in the Sy, fa; bis — 14 


And now they are vaniſnt, and now they appear, fu, 
Sure they will tell Stories of what we do here, fa, lo; la, 


Lie ſtill my dear Chloris, enjoy thy Conceit, + - 
vor the Babes are too young & too little to prate; fa, lala. 


dee how the Heavens fly ſwifter than 72 fa, lay ta, » 


Riſe quickly, or they will all run away, fa, la, la, 
Riſe quickly my Shepherd, quickly I re 8 ; — 
For the Sun, Moon &c Stats are got all in my ly, fa, be, 5 


| | 
O dear, where am 1? pray ſhew me the way, fa, la; l, 
Uato my Father's Houſe hard by, fa, Ia, la > | 
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If he chance to Chide me for ſtaying ſo long, 
p Tutell him the fumes of your Bottle were ſtrong, fa, la. 


And now thou haſt brought my Body to Shame, fa, \ 
I prithee now tell me what is thy Name, fa, la, la, M 
Why Robin inthe Ruſhes my Name is, quoth he, And 
Dut I think I told her quite contrary, fa, la, Ia. len 


Then for Robin in the Ruſhes, ſhe did enquire, fa, la, Mad t 

But he hung down his Head, and he would not come To 
I (nigh her, fa, la, 

He wink'd with one Eye, as if he had been Blind, Meet 

And he drew one Leg after a great way behind, fa, la, Hh 
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© I was a walking under a Grove, 
fa, Within my ſelf, as I ſuppos'd d; 
la, Mind did oftentimes remove, | 
And by no means could be diſcloſed: 
length by chance a Friend I met, 
'hich cauſed me long time to. tarry; 


la, Nd thus of me ſhe did intreat, 

* o tell her when I meant to Marry. 

8, 0 
d, eet-heart, quork I, if you would know, 
a, hen hear the Words, and I'll reveal it; 


ce in your Mind you bear it fo, 

And in your Heart you will conceal it: 
promiſed me ſhe'd make no Words, 
Bur of ſuch things ſhe would be wary ;. 

d thus in brief I did begin, 
o tell her when I meant to Marry. 


hen Shrove-tide falls in Eaſter week, 
And Chriſtmas in the midſt of July; 
hen Lawyers for no Fees will Plead, 
And Ta / 

hen all Deceits are quite put down, 
And Truth by all Men is preferred; 
d Indigo dies Red and Brown, 

O then my Love and [111 be Married. 


And Fiſhes in green Fields are feeding ; 
hen Muſcle-ſhells in the Streets grow, 


hen Cockle-ſhells are Diamond Rings, 
And Glaſs to Pearl may be compared 3 
old is made of a Grey-gooſe Wings, 

O then my Love and 111 be Married. 


2 hen Hoſteſſes do reckon true, 


And Dutchmen leave off drinking Brandy; 


hen Cats do bark, and Dogs do Mew, 
And Rrimſtane is took for Sugar-candy: 


* 


W _ 


ors they prove Juſt and Truly: 


hen Men and Beaſts in the Ocean flow, 


And Swans upon dry Rocks be breeding: 


% 
* — maT” 
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| Or when that Wirſenside do fall, 
Within the Month of January ; 
And a Cobler works without an Awl, 


O then my, Cc. | 


When Women know not how to Scold, 
And Maids on Sweet-hearts ne'er are thinking; 
When Men in the Fire complain of Cold, - 
And Ships on Salubum Plain fear ſinking: 
Or when Horſe-Courſers turn honeſt Men, 
And London into vrt is carried; 
And out of One you can take Ten, 
O then, &c. 


When Candleſticks do ſerve for Bells, 
And Frying-pans they do uſe for Ladles;. 
When in. the Sea they dig for Wells, 
And Porridge-pots they uſe for Cradles : 
When Maids forget to go a Moving, 
And a Man on his Back an Ox can carry;.. 
Or when the Mice with the Cat be playing, 
O then, Cc. : 


Good Sir, ſince you have told me when, 
That you're reſolved for to Marry; 

I. wiſh with all my Heart till then, 
That for a Wife you ſtill may tarry: 

But if all young Men were of your mind, 
And Maids no better were preferred ; 

I think it were when the D—1 were blind, 
That we and our Lovers ſhould. be Married. 
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laerey was a bonny Boy, 
Had Roſes tull his ſhun, 
is Stockings were made of the fineſt Silk, 
His Garters hanging down: 
was a comely ſight ro ſee, 
He was ſo trim a Boy; | 
e was my Joy and Heart's Delight, 
My Hanaſom Gilderoy. | 


7 


Gilderoys laſt Farewel. To a New Tune © f 


7 ” 
* 4 N 
I. 
"+ 4 
# = 
* 0 


40 
Oh fike a charming Eye he had, 
A Breath as {weet as a Role, 

He never wore « Hiland-plad, 
But coſtly fi:k-u Cloaths: 

He gain'd the Love of Ladies gay, 
There's none to him was Coy 


Ah, wa's me, Iſe mourn this Day,, 
For my Dear Gilderoy. 


My'Gilderoy and I was born, 
| Both in one Town together; 
Not paſt Seven years of Age, 
Since one did Love each other: 
Our Daddies and our Mammies both, 
Were cloath'd with mickle Joy ;, 
To think upon the Bridal Day, 
Betwixt I and my Gilderoy. 


For Gilderoy, that Love of mine, 
Geud faith Iſe freely bought; 

A Wedding-ſark of Holland fine, 
Wich Silk in Flowers wrought : 

And he gave me a Wedding Ring,, 
Which 1 receiv'd with Joy; 

No Lads or Laſſes e er could Sing, 
Like my ſweet Gilderoy. 

In mickle we ſpent our time, 
Till we Joy both. Fifteen ; ; 

Then gently he did lay me down, 
Amongſt the leaves ſo green: 

When he had done what he could do, 

. He roſe and he gang'd his way ;. 

- Bur ever ſince: I lov'd the Man, & 
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V Vhile we did both together play, 
He kiſs'd me o'er and oer; 

Geud faith it was as blith a Day, 
As e'er I ſaw before: 
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He 
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fil'd my Heart in Vein, _— . 
Vith Love and mickle Joy ; 1:8 
o was my Love and Hearts delight, 1. 
ine own ſweet Gilderoy. 


never, never ſhall I ſee, 

he cauſe of paſt Delight ; 

ſike a lovely Lad as he, 

ranſport my Raviſh'd ſight : 

Law forbids what Love enjoyns, 
And does prevent our Joy; | 
ough juſt and fair were the Deſigns, 
df me and Gilderoy. . 


uſe Gilderoy had done amiſs, 
uſt he be puniſh'd then; 

at kind of Cruelty is this 

To hang ſuch Handſom Men? 
e Flower of the Scotiſb land, 

\ ſweet and lovely Boy; 
likewiſe had a Lady's Hand, 
ly Handſom Gilderoy, 


Leith they took my Gilderey, | 
And there God wot they bang'd him: 
ry'd him to fair Edenburgh, ; 

And there God wot they hang'd him: 
ey hang'd him up above the reſt, 

e was ſo trim a Boy; 

only Love and Heart's Delight, 

y Handſom Gilderoy. 


us having yielded up his Breath, 

n Cypreſs he was laid ; 

jen for my deareſt, after Death, 

\ Funeral I made: 

7 his Grave a Marble-ſtone, 

1 1x 2 

dw'F am left to weep alone, | Arge 
For my Dear Gilderoy. 8 
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The SCOT CH Wedding I 


Between Jockey and IENNT. 


THE N Jockey wou'd a Wooing away, 
On our Feaſt-day when he was foo; 
Then Jenny put on her beſt Ar ray, 
VVhen ſhe thought Jockey would come to VVe 


If I thought oc 2 come to Town, 
It wad leve of me; 

Then wad Tu on beth Hat and Goown, | 
Becauſe I'd ſeem worſtſome in his Eye. „ b 


Then Jem prick d up a brant breeght broow, © Wo: 
*. — e was as breeght as onny clock; 


always uſed to do, 
e her Sweer-heart ſhon'd her mock. 


| Then Jemy ſhoo tri p the Stairs, 
And ſecretly to KK ber Smock; 
But Jeard how loud her Mother ſwears, 
O haſt away Jeny, and come to Jock, | 
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7enny came tripping down the Sul, 
9 Leard ſo nimbly tripped ſhe; 
how Jockey began to ſtare, 
hen he beheld bur fair Beauty! 


Jenny made a Curtſhy low, 

til the Stairs did touch her Dock; 
eard how loud her Mother did lough, 
hen ſhoo Jenny was come to Jock, 


Jockey tuke Jen by the Neaſe, 

ing my dear Lovey canſt thou loof me ? 
ather is Dead and has left me Land, 

e fair ould Houſes twa or three. 


ſhalt be the Lady o'er them aw. 

oot, quod Fexny you do me mock ; 
my ſaw, quoth Jockey, then, 

ome to woo thee Jen, quoth Jock. 


This to be ſaid after the SONG. 


jen they gang d tothe Kirk to be wad; noow th 
uſe to wad in Scotchland as they wad in Engl 


ed VVife? ay by her Lady quoth Jockey a 
itwa, we aw my Heart; ah Jenny 


n theſe twa be'nt as weel wadded as 


ey gang to the Kirk, and they the Donkin oy 
Locket, and ſay, good morn Sir Donkin, ſays Sir 
in, ah Jockey ſen ater me, wit ta ha Jem to th 


ſen ater me, 
a ha Jockey to thy wadded Loon, to have and to 
oraver an aver, forſaking aw other Loons, lubber- 
, black Lips, blue Naſes, an aw SwiggbelV'd caves? 
e er I wadded 
u Scorchland, the Neel and St. Audrem part ye. 


* . 
OD) IS 
WM, 
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as Scotch S ox wake to the Iriſh 710 G 


Sung to the King at Whitehall, 


** 
. 


— - 


L. as thorough the fair i 
To view the fair Meadows as I was 5 gangin{ 
Jeskey and M ae were walking and talking, 
Of Love and Religion, thus cloſely Harang 
Never ſays Maggy, come near me falſe Jockey, 


For thou art a big, and I mean to abhor thee 


Ize be no Bride, nor will lig by thy ſide, 
For no ſneaking Rebel ſhall lift a Leg o'er me. 


7 


0 
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Faireſt and Deareft,, - 
And to my Heart neareſt, 
o live with thy Frowas I no longer am able; 
I am fo loving, 
And thou art ſo moving, 
Each Hair of thy Head ties me faſt as a Cable: 
Thou haſt that in thee, 
Iſe ſure to win me, 
To Jew, Turk or Atheiſt, ſo much I adore thee ; 
Nothing I'd ſhun, 
Thar is under the Sun, | 
So I have the pleaſure to lift a Leg o'er thee. 


. Plotrers and Traytors, 
And Aſſociators, | 
every degree thou ſhalt ſwear to oppoſe 'em ; 
Swimmers and Trimmers, 
The Nations Redeemers, 
d for thy Reward thou ſhalt ſleep in my Boſom: 
I had a Dad, 
VVas a Royal brave Lad, 
nd as true as the Sun to his Monarch before me 
Moggy he cry'd, 
The ſame hour that he Dy'd, 
t no ſneaking Rebel e er lift a Leg o'er thee. 


. Adieu then ye Crew then, 
Of Proteſtant Blue Men, 

ſo Faction his Moggy from Fockey ſhall ſever ; 
Thou ſhale at Court, x 

My Converſion Report, 

am not the firſt VVhig by his V Vife brought in 


Iſe never deal (tavour 
For the dull Common VVeal, | 

o fight for true Monarchy ſhall be my Glory; 
Lulrd with thy Charms, 
Then I die in your Arms, | 


Vhen I have the Pleaſure to lift a Leg o'er thee. 


The 


os * a I” 8 
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The Fair Laſi of ISLING TO 


b 
DOG; WS: — 
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T. was a Laſs of I/ingten, 
As I have heard many tell; 


And ſhe would to fair London $0, 


Fine Apples and Pears to ſe 
And as along the Streets ſhe flung, ' 
With her Basket on her Arm ; z. 


Her Pears to ſell, you may know it Fg” well, 


This fair Maid meant no 


1 | 


aut as ſhe tript- along the Niet 4 b. 


& Ws Sir you ſhall hade. 55 7 
| The Vader he took a Taſte, 


Her pleaſant Fruit to fell ; 
A Vintner did with her meet, a 

Who lik'd this Maid full well: 
Quoth he, fair. Maid, what have vou there? 
In Basket decked brave: 

Eine Pears, quoth ſhe, and if 1 pleaſe we 


- - i 


And lik'd it well, for why; RET 
This Maid he thought of all che ref 
Moſt Pleviing to his Bye: 
Quoth he, fair Maid I have 2 She, 
That you to me muſt grant; 
Which fl find you be io kind, 
Nothing that you ſhall want. 
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Wut doth ſo pleaſe my Eye, 

dazles ſo my ſight; 

now of all my Liberty, 

m deprived quite : 

prithee now conſent ro me, 

do not put me by; 

but one ſmall courteſie, 

Night with you to lie. 


f you lie with me one Night, 
you 1 to me ; 

expe t you ſhould prove, 
h courteous, kind and free: 

for to tell you all in ſhort, 
will coſt you Five Pound, 


atch, a March, the Vintner ſaid, 
d ſo let this go round. 


he had lain with her all Night, 1 
r Money ſhe did crave, | « 
ay, quoth he, the other Night, - 
d thy Money thou ſhalt have : 

not ſtay, nor I will not ſtay, G 
eeds muſt now be gone, 

then thou may'ſt thy Money go look, 

r Money I'll pay thee none. 


Maid ſhe made no more ado, 
t ro a Juſtice went ; * 
unto him ſhe made her moan, * «hs 
ſho did her Caſe Lament: „ 
ſaid ſhe had a Cellar Let out, s 1 
o a Vintner in the Town; R 
how that he did then agree, 5 
ve Pound to pay her down. , 


now, quoth ſhe, the Caſe is thus 1 | 


| 
o Rent that he will 2 | 2 il 
refore your Worſhip i help | 
o ſend for him this Day: 4 
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Then ſtrait the Juſtice for him ſent, 
And asked the Reaſon why ; 

That he would pay this Maid no Rent? 
To which he did Reply, 


Although I hired a Cellar of her, 
And the Poſſeſſion was mine? 
I ne'er put any thing into it, 
But one poor Pipe of Wine: 
Therefore my Bargain it was hard, 
As you may plainly ſee; 
I from my Freedom was Debarr'd, 
Then good Sir favour me. 


This Fair Maid being ripe of Wit, 

She ſtrait Reply'd again ; 
There were two Butts more at the Door, 
VVhy did you not roul them in? 
You had your Freedom and your VVill, 
As is to you well known; 
Therefore I do deſire ſtill, 
For to receive my own. 


The 2 hearing of their Caſe, 


Did then give Order ſtrait ; 
That he the Money ſhould pay down, 
She mould no longer wait: 
VVithal he told the Vintner plain 
If he a Tennant be; 
He muſt expect to pay the ſame, 
For he could not fit Rent-free. 


But when the Money ſhe had got, 
She pur it in her Purſe : 
And c her Hand on the Cellar Door, 
And ſaid it was never the worſe: 
WVhich cauſed the People all to Laugh, 
0 To 8 4.5 my. 
at-witted by a Country Girl, 
About his Pipe of Wine. 
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he moſt Famous BALLAD” a 


King Henry the 5th; bis Vidory our 
the French-at Agencourt. | { wth 


* F / 
- 
” S&& © 4 
ere 


Councel grave our King did hold, LO, 7 8 

Wich many a Lord and Knight: 
t he might truly underſtand, 2 box 37 

That France did hold his Right. . 1a 
0 the King of France therefore, ' y l 
mbaſſadors he ſent ; 1 
It he mi ght ru underſtand, | | 6 11 "I'D 
lis Mind * ole Intent. 3 - 
ring him in friendly fort, ES 0 * N 
lis Jawful Right to yield TS 
elſe he ſwore by dint of Sword, I * | 
o Win it in the Field. | „ 4d et ot 


7 of 82288 — his Tubes ag * 
id hear this A in l E 8 
| to our brave Fenkaſfador,? » h bak 


id anſwer with Diſdain. $3301 @'11 * fwd 
0 L. V. 


„ a 
15 


o. 
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Ang faid our King was yet too young, il 
74 of but — Age; N 'h 
Therefore they paſs not for his Threats, f 
Nor fear not his Courage. | Vi 
His Knowledge yet in Fears of Arms, ni 
As yet is very ſmall ; | f 
His tender Joints more fitter are, ic 
To toſs a Tennis- ball. hi 
A Tun of Tennis-balls therefore, ic 
In Pride and great Diſdain; or 
He ſent unto this Royal King, | | 
To recompence his Pain, cc 


Which Anſwer when our King did hear, 
He waxed wroth in Heart; 

And ſwore he would provide ſuch Balls, 
Should make all France to ſmart. 


An Army then our King did hold, 
Which was both good and ſtrong ; 
And from Sout hamptm is our King, 
With all his Navy gon: 


In France he landed ſafe and ſound; 
Both he and all his Train ; 

And to the Town of Hue then 
He marched up amain. 


Which when he had beſieg d the Town, 
Againſt the fenced Walls; | 
To batter down the ſtately Towers, 
He ſent his Engliſh Balls. 


. 


When this was done our King did march, 

Then up and down the Land; + | 
And not a Frenchman for his Life, 
Durſt once his Force withſtand, td 


5 4 | ; Ua 


* * 
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til he came to . 
/hereas it was his chance; 
find the King in readineſs, 
Vith all the Power of France. 


nighty Hoſt he had repar'd, 
ed Solder ther > 
ich were no leſs by juſt Account, 
han Forty Thouſand Men. 


ich ight did much amaze our King, a 
= he — all his H . 
palüng Fifteen Thouſand: had, Xx 
ccounted with the moſt. _ . | 


King of France whoa 4 know, 
he Number of our M 


aunting Pride and Diſdain, 
did dan B Herald gre 


underſtand what he wouy „ 
or Ranſom of his Lite 8 

en they in Field had talen bun; N 
mongſt the bloody ſtrife, 1 10 bat dt 


an 


| when our king with chedrfl Heate, 1 
his anſwer then did make; 1 

dre that it does come to paſs, es A. 
me of your Hearts will ake. 


to your proud ganges King,” 4 11 
declare this chin uoth he; h 6 erg 


own Heart's-b will pay the Price, ' — 
ought elſe he gets of me. 


ſpake the noble Do of Nl, 
) noble King, d uoth he ; | 
Battid brave, | 


Leading 
t doth belong to me. 


Un 


D : 
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God-a-mercy Couſin vrt, he ſaid, 
I grant thee thy Requeſt ; 


"Then lead thou on couragiouſly, 
| And I will lead the reſt. 


Then came the braggin ing Frenchmen down, 


With cruel Force Might; 
With whom our Noble King began, 
A fierce and dreadful Fight, 


The Archers th diſcharg'd their tas, 
As thick as Hail from Skie; x 
And many a Frenchman in the Field, 
That happy Day did die. 


Their Horſes tumbled on the Süd 


And ſo their Lives they loſt: \ 
And many 4 Frenchman there Was tt en, je 
As Priſoners to their coſt. ( 


Ten Thouſand Men that Day was Qin Alt 
As Enemies in the Field: bl 

And eke as many Dr 
Were forc d that Day to ya, | a 


Thus had our King « happy buy.” 8 
And Victory over France; 

And brought them quickly under foot 
That late in Pride did prance. 


God ſave our King, and biel this Land, c 
And grant to an * 1 
Tbe upper. hand riftory, ; 4155 * 8 
Of all his Enemies. % „ N. $| 


Pro v5 Bye Hence, „ 9 


e Lady 3 Tragedy: Or; 4 ; 
Mother's Cruelty. To the foregoing _ 


Here was a Lord of worth Fame, 00 5 

And a Hunting he would ride, "BY 
ttended by a noble Train, * 
Of Gentry on each fide. 


nd whilſt he did in Chace remain, 
To ſee both Sport and Play ; - Ny 
is Lady went as ſhe did feign, 

Unto the Church to pray. 


his Lord he had a Da her Fair, 
Whoſe Beauty ſhin'd 6 bright; 
je was belov'd both far and near, 
Of many a Lord and Knighe: : 


air Iſabella was ſhe calbd, 
A Creature Fair was ſhe ; 

he was her Father's only Joy, 
As you ſhall after ſee, © 


Nea yet her Cruel Step-Mother, 15 
Ep Day Bee Becks h un 
t Day by e ſought her 5 
He Malie i it 2 ſuch. a 


e bargain'd with the Maſter⸗ Cook, "a, 
To take her Life away; 7 
ad taking of her Daughter's Book, _ a 
she thus to her did ſay. | 


0 home, ſweet Daughter, I thee pray. | 


n preſently ; PR ad wa | 
I tell unto the Maſher Cook, - 1 „4540 104 
Theſe Words which 1 tell thee. | 
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And bid him dreſs to Dinner ſtraight, et 
That fair and milk-white Doe; 1 

Thar in the Park doth thine ſo bright, 

4 There's. none ſo fair to ſhow. | 7 

This Lady fearing of no harm, le 
Obey'd her Mother's Will; 1 1 

And preſently ſhe haſted home, 
Her Mind for to fulfil. 

She ſtraight into the Kitchin went, 

Hier Meſſage for to tell; | 

And there the Maſter-Cook the a 

Who did with Malice ſwell. . 


Now Maſter-Cook. it muſt be fo, 
Do that which I thee tell; 

You needs muſt dreſs the milk-white Doe, 
Which you do know full well. 


Then ſtraight his cruel bloody Hands, 

® wk Ae e The 
o quivering king ſtands, 
While thus to her he ld : ks > 


Thou art the Doe that I muſt dreſs, - _ 
See here, behold my Knife ; 5 
For it is Pointed preſent] 

To rid thee of thy Lit 


vllion Boy, eee 


} 
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O then cry'd out the Sc 


As loud as loud might be; RE” Toa 
O ſave her Life, hs Maſter-Caok, - _ 
And make your Pies of me? , 
For pity ſake do not deſtroy. -,. -. __, 
My Lady with your Kalte; 8 4540 
You know ſhe is her Father's Ir. 
For Chriſt's ſake ſave” her Li es A. 7 


1 I will not ſave her Life he ſaid, 
Ein Nor make my Pies of thee ; 


et if thou doſt this Deed betray, 
Thy Butcher I will be; | 


ow when this Lord he Jid come home, 


For to ſit down to Meat; 
le called for his Daughter dear, 
To come and carve his Meat. 


ow ſit you down, his Lady ſaid, 
O ſir aq down to 3. ; 

ito ſome Nungery ſhe's gone, 
Your Daughter dear forget. 


hen folemnly he made-a Vow, 


Before the Company; 
hat he would neither eat nor drink, 
Until he did her ſee. 


then beſpoke the Scullion Bay, 
With a loud Voice ſo high; 
that you will your Daughter ſee 
My Lord cut up the Pye. 


herein her Fleſh is minced ſmall, 
And parched with the Fire; 

|| cauſed by her Step-Mother, 
Who did her Death deſire. 


nd curſed be the Maſter-Cook, 

O curſed may he be! 

proffer d him my own Heart's Blood, 
From Death to ſet her free. 


hen all in Black this Lord did Mourn, 
And for his Daughter's ſake ; 
le rt for her Step - Mother, 

be burnt at a Stake. 


ikewiſe he judg'd the : Maſter-Cool, 
In boyling Lead to ſtand 
e made — ſimple Scullion Boy, - 
The Heir to all his Land. 

4 
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Hf Barttan, .| ME 


15 Praiſe of a certain Commander in the Ci 


TY 


7 7 
7 
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Heroe of no ſmall Renown, | 


| Loc ooo wood — — Cnr Senn co—_ 
A But noted for a Man of Mettle ; 
Thro' all the Parts of London Town, © 


No Gentleman, nor yet a Clown, r1 
No grave wiſe man, nor ſtupid Beetle. = F 
| | _ % 

By many Deeds of Proweſs done, 


He's gain'd a matchleſs Reputation; 
Perform'd by neither Sword nor Gun, 
But by what means you'll know anon, 


And how he work d his Preſervation. 


* 
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|| mounted on a noble Steed, 

Vith Sword and Piſtol charg'd before him; 
ho' we muſt confeſs indeed, 

either Arms there was no need, 

is Conduct did alone ſecure him. 


th's Wife upon a fingle Horſe, 

'wards Eppin both rid out together; 
what than ill Luck can be worſe, 
ligh-way-Man of equal Force, 

laſs, ob d both their Pleaſure. 


th Piſtol cock'd he made demand, X 
\nd told them he muſt have their Money ; ; 
Major wiſely would not ſtand, 

on his Piſtols clap a Hand, | 

le was not ſuch a fighting Tony. 


ſpur'd away as ſwift as Wind, 

o Elk or Tyger could run faſter ; 
ever Man ſo ſtout and kind, 
leave his frighted Wife behind, 
xpos'd to ſuch a ſad Diſaſter. 


Necklace, Cloaths and Diamond Ring, 
The greedy Robber quickly fell to; 0 
e Petticoat he let her bring 
ay with Smock, and tother Thing, 
To let her noble Heroe ſmeſl to. 


is Slight bred ſad domeſtick Strife, 
tho the Man's to be commended ;. , 

- WF what's a loving handſome Wife, 
2 Man's Money or his Life, 1 
or all is loſt when that is en led. of 


L Lo k&#7 
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S the Fryer he went along, 10 a poring in his þ 
A's At laſt he ſpy'd a Jolle brown Wench a wal 


(of her! 
Sing, Stow the Fryer, flow the Fryer 
Some good Man, and let this fair Maid go. 


The Fryer he pull'd out and a Jolly brown T=6d 


m 
(much as he could hu W 
Fair Maid, quoch he, if thou carrieſt Fire in tl Be 
(come light me es can 

- Sing, Stow the Fryer, & 5 


The Maid ſhe ſhn— and a Jolly: Aae. = ag 

Good Sir, quorh ſhe, if 06 5 
ir, quoth ſhe, u will a Candle light « 

1” as , me this To 


Sin, Stow the Fryer, &. 
Part of the Sparks flew into the nw, ina 100 
Ad fart of this jolly brown T— flew into the 00 | 


Sing. Stew the Fryer, flow the Frycr 
Sms good Man, and let this fair Maid go, 


&s 4 
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L Lyn Ns orrawful Lamentation for- 
2, L, bd ellen Had, d 


— 


4 DB. — — 
— — — ks > 
* ——— — — 
— | 


m a young Laſs of Lyn, - 

Who often ſaid thank you too; 
Belly's now almoit to my Chin, 
cannot tell what to do. 


being ſo free and kind. 

des make my Heart to rue; 
ſad Effects of this I find, 

nd cannot tell whas to do. 


Petticoats which I wore, - 

nd likewiſe my Aprons too; 

„ they are all too ſhort before, 
cannot, &c. | 


ever young Maid ſo croſt, 

I who thank'd him too; 

why, my Maiden- head is loſt, 
tannat tell. what 1 6. 
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In. ſorrowful ſort I cry d, 

And may now for ever rue; 
The Pain lies in my Back and Side, 
| I cannot tell what to do. 


Alaſs I was kind and mild; 

But now the ſame I rue; 

Paving no Father for my Child, 
I cannot, &c. | 


I took but a Touch in jeſt, 
Believe me this is true; 
Let I have proved, I proteſt, 
And cannot, &c, 


He crav'd my Virginity, _ 

And gave me his own in lieu; 
In this I find I was too kind, 
And cannot, &c. 


Each Damſel will me degrade, 
And ſo will the young Men too ;. 
Im neither Widow, Wife, nor Maid, 
1 cannot, &c. 


/ 


A Cradle. I muſt provide, 
A Chair and a Poſſet too; | 
Nay, likewiſe twenty Things beſide, 
I cannot, &c. | | 


When I was a Maiden fair, 
Such Sorrows I never knew ; - 
But now my Heart is full of Care, 


1 cannot, &c, | 


8 


Oh what will become of me, 
My Belly's as big as two; N 
*Tis with a Two-legg'd Tympany, 
Treannot tel what to . 


| 
' BF 
} 
[ 
| 
1 
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Laſſes that hear my Moan, 
you will your Joys renew ; 

e, while Married, lye alone, 
elſe you at length may rue. 


e of as good a Race; 

moſt is in Lynn's fair Town; 
coſt a great deal bringing up, 
t a little Thing laid me down. 


The Fovial Tinker; 


7% 


* 


S = , 


* 


* 
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4 
T HERE was a Jovial Tinker, 
Which was a good Ale drinker ; 
He never was a Shrinker, 
Believe me this is true ; 
And he came from the wild of Kent, 


When all his Money was gone and ſpent, 
Which made him look like a Jack-a-Lent, 


And Joan's Ale is new, 
And Joan's Ale is new Boys, 
And Joan Ale is new. 


The Tinker he did ſettle, 
Moſt like a Man of Mettle, 
And vow'd to pawn his Kettle, 
Now mark what did enſue ; 
His Neighbours they flock'd in apace, 
To ſee Tom Tinker's comely Face, 


Where they drank ſoundly for a ſpace, 


Whilſt Joan's Ale, &c. 


The Cobler and the Broom. Man, 
Came next into the Room, Man, 


And ſaid they would drink for boon Man, 


Let each one take his due ; 
But when good Liquor they had found, 
They caſt their Caps upon the Ground, 
And ſo the Tinker he drank round, 


* Whilſt Joan's Ale, &c. | 


The Rag-man being weary, 
With the Burden he did carry, 
He {wore he would be merry, 

And ſpend a Shilling or two; 
And he told his Hoſtels to her Face, 
The Chimney-corner was his Place, 
And he began to drink apace, 

' And Joan's Ale, &c. 


The Pedlar he drew nigher, 


For it was his deſire, 


To throw the Rags i'th' Fire, 
And burn the bundle blue ;, 


pri 1s # Pimje Melenchol, 63 


hilt they drank whole Flaſhes, 5 
threw about the Glaſſes, Het $A 
Rags were burnt to Aſhes, | 11 31 
Joan'? Ale, &c. | 


The Second PART. OG 


D then came in a Hatter, 

To ſee what was the matter, 

corn'd to drink cold Water, 64D 
mongſt that Jovial Crew; 4 4A 
like a Man of Courage ſtour, x "4 
ook the Quart-Pot by the Snout, | | 
never left till all was out, © > EF | 
Joan's Ale, &c. 


Taylor being nimble, 

h Bodkin, Shears and Thimble; 
lid no whit diſſemble, x 
think his Name was True; 
ſaid that he was like to choak, 
he call'd ſo faſt for Lap and Smoak;, | 

1] he had pawnid the Vinegar Cloak, ; 
r Joan's Ale, &c. | | 


Es * 2 
n came a pitiful Porter, 3 
ich often did reſort there, | SF 
pth he, Pl ſhew. ſome Sport here,. —E ET A | Pa £4 
mongſt the Jovial Crew; 13 8 


Por- er he had very bad luck, 

ore that it was ten a Clock, ' 
Fool got Drunk, and loſt his Frock, 

or Joan's Ale, &c. | 


e bonny brave Shoe-maker, 

brave Tobacco taker, 

ſcorn'd to be a Quaker, 

think his Name was Hughs 
call'd for Liquor in ſo faſt, 

il he forgot his Awl and Laſt, 

d up the Reckoning he did caſt, 
Hhilſt Joan's Ale, &c. | 
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And then came in the Weaver, 

You never ſaw a braver, 

With a Silk Man and a Glover, 
Tom Tinker for to view ; 

And fo to welcom him to Town, 

They every Man ſpent half a Crown, 

And ſo the Drink went merrily down, 
For Joan's Ale, &c. 


Then came a Drunken Dutchman, 

And he would have a touch, Man, 

But he ſoon took too much, Man, 
Which made them after rue; 

He drank ſo long as I ſuppoſe, 

Till greafie Drops fel! from his Noſe; | 

And like a Beaſt befoul'd his Hoſe, 
Whilft Joan's Ale, &c. 


A Welchman he came next, Sir, 
With Joy and Sorrow mixt, Sir, 
VVho being partly vex'd, Sir, 

He out his Dagger drew; ' 
Cuts- plutter- a- nalſs, quoth Taff then, 
A Welchman is a Shentleman, 
Come Hoſteſs fill's the other Cann, 

Fr Joan's Ale, &c. 


2 | Thos like to Men of Courage ſtout, 


2 they drank about, 

Till ſuch time all the Ale was out, 
As I may tell to you; | 

And when the Buſineſs was done, 

They every man departed home, 

And promis'd Joan again to come, ; 
Wen ſbe had Brew'd an wm. 


» 
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oldiers Fortune: Or, the taking Mard yke. 


en firſt Mardyke was made a Prey. 
was Courage that carry'd the Fort away, 

do not loſe your Valours Prize, ESA 
ing on your Miſtreſſes Eyes ; 


But 


pu PX 4 
- 
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But put off your Petticoat-parley, 
Potting and ſotting, and laughing and quaffing 
Will make a good Soldier mi ſcarry: 


And never Travel for true Renown : dub 
Then turn to your Marſhal Miſtreſs, | orp 
Fair Minerva the Soldier's Siſter is; (Woy d 


Rallying and ſallying, with gaſking and flaſh 
Wich turning and burning of Towns, Sir, 
Is a high ſtep to a great Man's Throne. 


Let bold Bellona's Brewer frown, 

And his Tunn ſhall overflow the Town; 
And give the Cobler Sword and Fate: 
And a Tinker may trapan the State ; 

' Such Fortunate Foes as theſe be, 

.\ Turn'd'the Crown to. a Croſs at Naſely: 
Father and Mother, Siſter and Brother confoungh!'s 
And many a good Family wounded ; 
By a terrible turn of Fate, | 
He that can kill a Man, thunder and plunder the 
And pull his Enemies down, Sir, 

In time may be an Officer great. 
It is the Sword does order all, 
Makes Peaſants riſe, and Princes fall 
All Sylogiſms in vain are ſpilt, - 
| * — like a . | -# 
Ie handles em joint by joint Sit, ( 
i ing and drilling, # ſpilling, and Killuf 
til the Diſputers on Ground lie, 

And have never a word to 1 =. (0 
Unleſs it be Quarter, Quarter, Truth is confute 
By ſtripping and nipping, and ripping * 
Doth er i Power of Perſwaſions, (E 
.  Lriftetle bath loſt the Day, 


The Musket bears ſo great a force, 

o Learning it has no remorſe ; 
The Prieſt, the Layman, the Lord, 
Eind no Diſtinction from the Sword; 
Tan tarra, Tan tarra the Trumpet, 
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the Walls begin to crack, | — 
ouncellors ſtruck dumb too,. 
Parchment upon the Drum too; 7 
dub, dub- a- dub, dub- a- dub, dub-a-dub an Ala- 
orporal now can out-dare em, (rum, 
ned Littleton goes to rack. N 


2 


ao © 
* 


ſince the Sword ſo bright doth ſhine, 
leave our Wenches and our Wine, 

blow Mars where-e er he runs, 

urn our Pots and Pipes to Guns. 

Bottles ſhall be Grenadoes, — 
branes: ha; the 2 . 2 
umng pu 5 ng an cuffing 

e Brows have — dy'd in a Trench Boysz © 
got Fame is a Warriour's Wife, | 
Drawer ſhall be the Drummer, * 
rr 
ting rileing, pointing jointing 

all have Gold or a Grave, Boys, % N! 

| there's an end of 4 Soldier's LIſo. 
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Tune, Packington's Pound, = A 
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| H OW now Siſter Betteris, why look you ſo 

1 IGi/ian. The times are ſo hard & our tradi 
That we in our Function no Money can gain, 
Our Pride and our Brayery for to maintain. 


Bett. True Siſter, Gillian, I know it full well, 
But what will you ſay if ſuch News F do tell! 
And how't will rejoyce you, l' make it out 
Will make our Trade quick, and more Money 


There's none of the pitiful Tribe we'll be for, 
And Six-penny Cuſtomers we will abhor ; 

For all thoſe that will our Dominions invade, 
Muſt pay for their ſauce, we muſt live by ou 


Sil. Good Siſter if you can make. this but ap 
My Spirit and Senſes you greatly will chear, 
But a Famine of Fleſh will bring all things to 
Or elſe we are as bad ſtill as ever we was. 


Bert. Lately a Counſel of Bauds there did 
In Cock and Pye Alley, near Doo-lztcle Street: 
And who was the Counſel, and what was there 
Ell make it out to you as clear as the Sun, 
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tcliff-high-way, and from Nigbtingale-laus, 
puties come with a very fine Traian: . 
ie two Couple come long ſided Sue, 

d as e'er twang' d, if you give her her due. 


wer-Ditch and Hatton- Mal ſent in their Prayers, 
as compleatly as Horſes to Fairs; 

Jumping Jenny appear d, as tis ſaid, 

er in her Life of a was afrai | 


> Metropolitans came from the Park, 

at the Game, as e er plaid in the Dark; 

tener s-lane a gay. Couple did bring, 

tet, I think, was ne'er ſtretch'd in hemp · ſtring. 


as many others from Places remote, 
ich were too tedious for me here to note; 
at was their Buſineſs I here will declare, 


keep our Trade in Repure they take care. 


for thoſe Ladies that walk in the Night, 
prons and Handkerchiefs they ſhould be white, 


all Wt they, do walk more in Town than in Fiehds, - 
e113 is the Place moſt Variety yields. 2 

ut ble that are over - much worn by their Trade, 
| in a Veſſel, their Paſſage being paid; 


nture of Cuckolds, tis called by Name, 
Sis the way for to keep up our Fame. 


le, Wh: is the Ship which the Cuckolds have brought, 
t their Haven, and is to be frought: | 
ther Whores rampant, that * e may repair, 
aſter and Captain to truck for their Ware. 


a Supply, that our Trade may increaſe, 
ton Commodity it will grow leſs; _ 

iſt the Carriers, and take them up there, 
en for their Tutering we will take care. 


we ſhall eaſe. oP the Countries to dot, 
d our ſelves Pleaſure and Profit to boote; 
e that is crack din the Country before, © ' + 
in will make a ſpick and ſpan Whores . 


ere's 


\ 
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I bere's many more Precepts whieh they did 
But theſe which Ill give — here ſball ſuffice: 
And when you have heard them, I chink'you 
We ne'er were more likely to thrive in our we 


Some Orders mow upon at a General Conſul 
of the Siſterhood of 9 
cliff. high way, Tower. Ditch, R 
Hatton Wall, Safforn- hill, "Wo — 2 
Lutener's-lane, and other Places Ne 
the general Encouragement and 4 
their Gin. 


1 f 99 


I, 
1 * no Night-walker pol to 55 * F 
Apron and Hendberchig, the butter; to * ſeen. 


U. 56 
To keep * Time and Howrr, for fear tl the | 
his Watch. m. 


That theſe whith are woer-w off” ant bl; 
pair to the Ship called (the ct A role eb 


ding at Cuckolds Haven, thence to be rranſportd 
Sea, to have their Breeches ripatred. | | 


* * 0 


IV. 
That s due care be Lak to viſit the Carriers * 
Maidenheads, for the Uſe ang Ihereaſe of 47 Der 


V. 
That all hiweſt Women belonging to either Wittan or 
olds, be admitted to the . Places in this 


Aud laſtly, for the better * y Frenre of l 
nourable Corporation of W — es," 32 7 * 
Chariot be made to be drawn — Cucksfds 
makers ts avive, and rhe Wäittals rb 


| n i *\ 
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he well approved Dofter: 


Infalible Cure for CuckxortpDs, Te 
the foregoing Tune, 


NE is a fine Doctor now come to Town, 

oſe practice in Phyſick hath gain'd him Renova, 
g of Cuckolds he hath the beſt Skill, 

g one Doſe of his approved Pill. 


Il is well known, and his Practice is great, 
dme to the Doctor before 'tis too late; 
d'cines are ſafe, and the Doctor is ſure, 

5 none in Hand but he perfects, the Cure. 


dQor himſelf he doth freely unſdid. 

can Cure Cuckolds tho' never fo old; 

ps this Diſtemper in all ſorts of Men, 
y and Fifty, yea; Threeſcore and Ten. 


was an old Man lived near to the Strand, 
| and Feeble, ſcarce able to ſtand; | 
d been a Cuckold full Forty long Years, 
ring of this how he prick'd up his Ears. 


o the Doctor he went with all ſpeed, 

he ſtruck a bargain, they ſoon were agreed; 
ed his Forehead that nothing was ſeen, . 

dw he's as brisk as a Youth of Fifteen. 


his _ known, how his Fame it did ring, 
to the Doctor much trading did bring; 
ame to the Doctor out of e ery Shire, 


all Parts and Places, yea both far and near. 


Dum and Scotchmen to London did ride, 
5 -177y-ap-Morgan, and Thouſands beſide ; 
l ſorts and ſizes, both rich Men and poor, 


came in whole Cart- loads to this Doctor's door. 
Some 
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Some whining, ſome weeping, ſome careful u 
And ſome was contented, and others born mad 
Some crooked, ſome ſtrait Horns, and ſome over 
The like in all Ages I think was ne er known, 


Some rich and brave flouriſhing Cuckolds were 
That came in whole Droyes, Sir, as if to Horn. 
For now there is hopes to be cur'd of their Gi 
The DoRor declares in the Fall of the Leaf. 


Let none be ſo fooliſh as now to negle&, 
This Doctor's great Kindneſs and civil Reſpe8 
Tho' rich Men may pay, yet the Poor may gol 
So kind and ſo courteous a Doctor is he. 


Tis known he ſo worthy a Conſcience doth m 
Poor Cuckolds he'll cure them for Charity ſake; 
Nay, farther than/this ſtill his Love does enlar 
Providing for them at his own Coſt and Charge 


But ſome are ſo wicked, that they will exclain 
Againſt their poor Wives, making em bare the l 
And will not look out in the leaſt for a Cure, 
But all their ſad Pains and their Tortures endun 


But tis without reaſon, for he that is born 
Under ſuch a Planet, is Heir to the Horn : 
Then come to the Doctor both rich Men and Pt 
He'll carefully cure you, what would you have 


The Term of his Time here the Doctor does v 
From fix in the Morning till ſeven at Night; 
Where in his own Chamber he ſtill will remain, 
At the Sign of the Woodcock in Vinegar- lane. 
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DoBov doth here likewiſe Preſent you with the 
«ceipt of - bis Tnfallible. Mens that thoſe 
«WM bich have 10 for it themſelves, may 
good to their Neighbours and Acquarntances : 


nd take it here as followeth. 


KE five Pound of Brains of your December Flies, 
And forty true Tears from a Crecodile's Eyes; 
Wit of a Weaſel, the Wool of a Frog, 

an Ounce of Conferve of Michaelmar Fog. 


make him a Poultis when he to Bed, 

hind to his Temples behind of his Head; 

ot as the Patient he well can endure, :  * 
this is for Cuckolds an abſolute Cure. 


CIR SCI IIA III KIRIN 
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A SONG. : 
00D Neighbour why do you look awry, 


you are a wond'rous Stranger 
walk abour, * huff and pout, 
if you'd burſt with Anger: 
for that your Fortune's great, 
you ſo Wealthy are ? 
ve ſo high there's none a- nigh 
hat can with you compare? 
other Day I heard one ſay, 
dur Husband durſt not ſhow his Ears, 
ike a Lout does walk about, 
d full of Sighs and Fears: 
Mrs. Tarr, I caren't a Fart, 
or you nor all your Jears. 


Husband's known for to be one, 

t is moſt Chaſt and pure; 

ſo would be continually, yr, 

it for ſuch Jades as you are? 

OL. v. E You 


LY Pitts to Purge —— 
' You.» waſh, ſh, you lick, you you : ſnug, you rick, ” 


Von * and wink, an | It his Drink, 
Vou ſtrive to draw him i in: 
You Lie yoù Punck, you're always Drunk, 

And now you Scold and make a Strife, 

Aud like a W hore you u run o'th' Score, 
hd ad hin * uy * + 
Tell me ſo again you dirty Quean, 

And P'Il pull you by the Quoit. 


Co dreſs thoſe Brats, thoſe naſty Rats, 
That have: a Lear fo drowzy ; 
With Vermin hey they look like Dead, 


Good Faith they're always Louſie: 
Pra 7 hold you there, and do not ſwear, 
ou are not half ſo ſweet; 
'You feed yours up with bit and ſup, 
And give them a dirty Teat: 
'My Girls, my Boys, my only Joys, 
Are better fed and taught than yours; 
You lie you Flirt, you look like Dirt, 
— III 45 ou out - ws > 
very good Jeit, pray do your 
2 Falch I'll quit your Scores. 


Go, go you are a naſty Bear, 
Your Husband cannot bear it; 
A naſty Quean asc'er was ſeen, 
Your Neighbours all can ſwear ir: 
A fulſome Trot and good for nought, 
Unleſs it be to chat; 
You ſtole a Spoon out of the. Room, | 
Laſt Chriſtning you were at: 
You lye you Bitch you've got the Itch, | 
Your Neighbours know you are not ſound ; 
Look how you Claw with your naſty Tas, 
And I'll fell you to the Ground; 
'You've tore my Hood, you fhall make it good | 
If it coſt me Forty Pound. „n x Hu 


P1:1s to Barge Melanchohy, © 75 
The Jovial CoBLlz Rr of K. Hellens. | | 


m a jovial Cobler bold and brave, 

ad as for Employment enough I have: 

to keep jogging my Hammer and Awl, 

bilſt 1 fit Singing and Whiſiling in my Stall, 

all, Stall, whilſt 1 ft Singing and Whiſtling in my Stall. 


there's Dick the Carman, and Hedge who drives the 
Sixteen, or Eighteen Pence a Day, ( 
in the Dirt, whilſt I with my Aw], 

more Money, fitting, fitting in my Stall, c. 


there's Tom the Porter, Companion of the Pot, 
d ſtands in the Street with his Rope and Knot, 
ting at a Corner to hear who will him call, 
hi 1 am getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


there's the jolly Broom-man, his Bread for to get, 
Brooms. up and down in the open Street, 
one crys broken Glaſſes tho' ne'er fo ſmall, 
am getting Money, By in my Stall, &c. 

2 
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And there's another gang of poor ſmutty Souls, 
Doth trudge up and down to cry Small-coals ; 
With a Sack on their Back, at a Door ſtand and c 
. Whilſt I am getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c, 


And there's another ſort of Notes, 
Who crys up and down old Suits and Coats ; 
And perhaps ſome Days get nothing at all, 


Whilſt 1 fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's the Jolly Cooper wich his Hoops at hi 
Who trudgeth up and down to ſee who lack (Bu 
Their Casksto be madetite, with Hoops great andſa 

Whilſt 1 fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's a Jolly Tinker that loves a bonn 
Who trudges up and down to mend old Braſs; 
With his long 1mutty Punch to force holes withal 

Whilſt I fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c, 


And there is another old Tom Terrah, 
Who up and down the City drives his Barrow ; 
To ſell his Fruit both great and ſmall, 

Whilſt 1 fit geti ing Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there is the Blind and Lame, with a wooden 
Who up and down the City they forced are to bet 
Some Crumbs of Comfort, the which are but ſmal] 

. Whilſt 1 fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's a gang of Wenches who Oyſters ſel, 

And Powder Mel with her ſweet ſmell ; 

She trudges up and down with Powder and Bal, 
Whilft 1 fit getting Money, Money in my Stall, &c. 


And there's the jovial Girls with their Milking-P 
Who trudge up and down with their Draggle f | 
Flip flapping at their Heels for Cuſtom they call, 


Whilſt I. fit getting Mongy , Noney in my Stall, &c. 


* 
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theſe are the Gang who take great Pain, 
it is thoſe who do me maintain 
when it blows and rains I do pity them all, - 
ſee them trudge about while I am in my Stall, &c._. 


there's many more Who ſlave and toil, 
ir living to get, but it is not worth while, 
ention them, ſo I'll fing in my Stall, 
am the happ ieſt Mortal, Mortal of them all, 
, all, I am the happieſt Mortal, Mortal of them all. 


SSS. SSS Ss Sass 
The Merchant and the Fiddler's W 1 ++, 


— 


Was a Rich Merchant Man, 
That-had both Ship and all; 
he would croſs the ſalt Seas, 
0 his cunning it was but ſmall, 


Fidler and his Wife, 

7 — oy 5 * 

: needs o P Wi 9 
om Dover — Scotland 9 


E 3 Thie 
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The Fidler's Wife look'd brisk, 
| + Which made the Merchant ſmile ; 
He made no doubt to bring it about, 
The Fidler to beguile, 


Is this thy Wife the Merchant ſaid, 
She looks like an honeſt Spouſe ; 

Ay that ſhe is, the Fidler ſaid, 
That ever trod on Shoes. 


ns Confidence is very great, 

he Merchant then did ſay; 

If thou a Wager dareft to ber, 
I'll tell thee what I will lay. 


I'll lay my Ship againſt thy Fiddle, 
And all my _ too 10 ; 
Fo Peggy may gang along with me, 
My Labin for to View. 


If ſhe continues one Hour with me, 
Thy true and conſtant Wife ; 

Then ſhalt thou have my Ship and be, 
A Merchant all thy Life. 


The Fidler was content, 

He Danc'd and Leap'd for joy; 
And twang'd his Fiddle in merriment, 
For Peggy he thought was Coy. 


Then Peggy ſhe went along, 
His Cabin for to View ; 

And after her the Merchant-Man, 
Did follow, we found it true. 


When they were once together, 
The Fidler was afraid; 
For he crep'd near in pitious fear 
And thus to Peggy he faid. 


„ . dcechaf 


out, ſweet Peggy 9 
>r the ſpace of two half Hoursy 
ou hold out, I make n — ns 
t the Ship and Goods are ours. 

5 TA V * 27 
oth, ſweet Rola, cinnot; 1 6 
e hath got me abbut tlie Middls 'Þ 
; luſty and ſtrong, and hath laid me a 
Rubin thou'ſt loſt thy Fiddle. 


ve loft imy ide, wn? 


hen am I a Man 1 


Fiddle whexeon I fo o 8 os 
0 Kea Wall en ee BOW 


y the Me ſaid, 
nd thou ſhalt keep thy 


ce; 
thou ſhalt tare thy Fi a ue E 
ut Pg ſhall carry t @ | Ag 
Robin hearing that, * a5 
e look'd with a M 


W e e Merens Wee . 


nd jolly and brisk they were 


Fidler he was mad, 8 


t vahi d. ĩt not HV 4 29 — 
Peggy OL lb is 7. . 
ind Robin flax uf 4 IGS. 
n he took up his Fiddle, 


ad merril e did pla WELLS 
"jel e Fa en a * TEES 
Ns 25 — 20 1 i” v1 2 I rt _p 21 211 { 
03 1 8057 
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Then 
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Then Fidlers all beware, 
Your Wives are kind you ſee ; 
And he that's made for the Fidling Trade, 
Muſt never a Merchant be. 


For Peggy ſhe knew right well, 
Although ſhe was but a Woman; j 
That Gameſters Drink, and Fidlers Wives, 
They are ever Free and Common. 


$OD4LS 05 DS LILLE D555 
The Unconflant W OMAN. 


ou not hear of a gallant Sailor, 


oſe Pockets they were lin d with Gold; 


He 11 i in Love with a pretty Creature, 
As I to you the Truth 

Wich a kind Salute, and without  Diſpure, 
He thought to gain her for his own, 

Unconſtant Woman proves true to no Man, 
She has gone and left me all alone. | 


D 


0 
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t you remember my pretty Peggy, 

he Oaths and Vows which you made to me: 
in the Chamber we were together, | 
hat you would ne'er unconſtant be: 

you prove ſtrange Love, and from me range, 
nd leave me here to Sigh and Moan ; 

ſtant Woman is true to no Man, | 

e's gone and left me all alone. 


have Gold you ſhall have Treaſure, 
r any dainty kind of _ ; | 

u may'ſt command all Delights and Pleaſure; 

nd what you'd have, Love, I would you bring: 
you prove ſhy, and at laſt deny, | 

im that admires you alone; 

flant Woman proves true to no Man, 

e's left me here to make my moan. 


n firſt I ſaw your charming Beauty, 
ſtood like one all in amaze; 
« fo only how to pay Duty, 

nd could not ſpeak but only gaze, 

aſt ſaid I, fair Maid comply, 

nd eaſe a wretched Lover's Moan ; 
ntant Woman proves true to no Man, 

e's gone and left me here alone. 


de her Preſents of Rings and Jewels, . 

ith Diamond Stones I gave her too; 

took them kindly, and call'd me Jewel, 
d ſaid her Love to me was true : : 
in the end ſhe prov'd unkind, 

hen thought ihe had been my own; 
nlant Woman, &C.. 


three Months time we ſaw. each other, 
nd ſhe oft ſaid ſhe'd be my Wife; 
d her Father's Conſent and Mother, 
thought to have liv'd a happy Life: 
laugh and toy both Night and Day, 
t at length ſhe chang'd her Tone; 
fant Woman proves true to no Man, 
left me now to make 2 Moan. 

5 
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Many 8 — we have walk'd together, 
Both Hand in Hand to an Arbour green; 
Where Tales of Love in Sun-ſhiny Weather, 
We did diſcourſe and were not ſeen; 
With a kind Salute we did diſpute, 
While we together were alone : 
Unconſtant Woman ſhe's true to no Man, 
She's gone and left me here alone. 


Since Peggy has my kindneſs lighted, 

Ell never truſt a VVoman more; 
"Twas in her alone 1 c'er delighted, 

But fince ſhe's falſe III leave the Shoar: 
In Ship I'll enter, on Seas I'll venture, 

And fail the VVorld where I'm not known: 
Unconſtant Woman proves true to no Man, 

She's gene aud left me here alone. 


Sorrow: bamiſhd in a Mus. The Work 
Sir | Edward Morgan. 
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e the Tyrant invade thy r 

Haul out the foul Fiend by the Lug; the Lug, 
nought of to Morro diſturb thy:R Reſt; 

ut daſh out his Brains with a Mug, a Mug, 
ulineſs un not Well, 

et the Wad Fools rheir AﬀeRtions. nung 
bew our Altegiände wel go to the Bell; .. 51 
ad baniſh "DEP a Mug, a Mug. ä 


y VVife proves hot che of che Beſt, the Beſt, 
admits ho time but to ehink, to think z 

he weight of thy: Forchead bow down thy Gael, 
vert the dull Damon with Drink, with Drink, 3 
iſs prove peeviſh and Will not wil Det s. 
ecr pine, ne 't pine at the wanton . 

find out 1 fairer, a Kinder than the, 
nd baniſn Dilpair's in a Mug, 1 Mug. 


ar Af razion d6 creſt be col, . 
nd Miſtfeſs go home in a rage, a rages. 
not thy poor Heart like . Ship be to 
a brisk Brimmer engage, engage: 
hat if the fine Fop and the Mask fall our, 
nd the one Hug, and t'other Tug, 
nile they piſh and fie, we will frolick in Stout, 
id baniſh all Care in a Mug, a Mug. 117 


— 
. 


k — 
5 , 


17 toying young Damen by Sybuia's Charms, 


While fam'd for our Loyalty we'll Rand to od 


| Who hate the ſtum Poiſon' of Sin- and 
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At length ſhould look pale and ened be; 
To — Diſtemper and eaſe — harms, | 


Go ſtrait to the Globe and ask Number three: m 
Thete Beauties like Vun thou can apt lack, 

Be kind to them, they will ſweetly hug; 
There's choice of the Faireſt, the Brown or the Blut 


Then baniſh Deſpair in a Mug, a Mug. 


Ler ther no Misforrune der make thee\ dull, 
But drink away Care ig A Jug, « * 
Then let not thy Tide Nita) 4. but pull; . 
Carouſe away though in a Mug, a Mug: 
While others for Greatneſs and Fortune's doom, 
While they for their Ambition tung 
We'll ſit cloſa and ſnug in a Sea-coal Room, 
And baniſh-Deſpair in a Mug, a Mug. 
mul s .:417 mix 2:31 aid zu dab 
Let Zealots o'er Coffes- new. Plots dexiſe, 
And lace with'freſh {T'reaſon the Pagan Drug; 
Whilſt our Loyal Blood flows our Veans ſnalb ins- 
Like our Faces inſpir'd with a Mug; la Mug: 
Let SeQaries dream of Alarms, Alarms, 
And Fools ſtill for new changes tug zm; 


** 
* 


— ä — 1 


And drink the King's Health in a Mugge Mug. 
Ai 1 4 IV dest. ab 8: AN. 
Come then to the Queen let the next / Advaose, 
And all Loyal Lads of true Ni Rac’,jmr. 
France, 
Or to Bourdeux or Burgundy de give place: 
The Flask and the Bottle breeds Ach and Gout; 
Whilſt we, we all che Seaſom lie faug; : 
Neither Spaniard nor Hlemmi pe, can vie with. our 
And ſhall ſubmit to the Mug, the Mug, 
285 25 ind 5; 1; 
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Good: Fellow, Words by Ar. Alex. Brome. 


Spez Fs ſhut the * 
Torher Quart, faith, it ig not ſd late 
As — re thinking, 
Thoſe. Stars which you. ſee, 
In this Hemiſphere be, 
i the Studs in — Cheeks by your Drinking: 
dun is gone to. Ti ip all Night ia the Sea Boys, 
+ he'll bluſh that tre's  paler*than we Boys, 
k "OY 7 aim , tis a makes us jee 
8 (Boys. 
kin. in up the Ch : 
o. the next merry Lad let it paſs, 


Come away with't : 
Come 
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Come ſet Foot to Foot, 
And but give our Minds to't, 
Tis Heretical Six that doth flay Wit, 
No Helicon like to the Juice of the Vine is 
For Phæbus had never had Wit, nor Divineſs, 
Had his Face been bow dy'd as thine, his, and mine 


Drink, drink off your Bowls, 
We'll enrich both our Heads and our Soul; 
With Canary; 
A Carbuncled Face, 
Saves a tedious Race, 
For the Indies about us we car 
Then Hang up good Faces, we'll drink til our N 
Give freedom to ſpeak what our Fancy ES 
Beneath whoſe protection is under tlie | 


This, this muſt go round, a 
Off your Hats, till that che Pavement be Cr 
Wich your Beavers; | 
A Red-coated Face, 47 
rights a Searjeant at Mace, 
And the Conſtable trembles to ſhivers. 
In ſtate march our Faces like theſe of the Quorum, 
Whenthe Wenches fall down and the Vulgar adore 
And our © om like Link-Boys, run ning N 


N. 


one eee ug 
22K. 11 4 gi 1 Ty. * 

The Nymphs Holiday. The Te of che Nigbtin 
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ro Pon a j when Nymphs had leave to play, 
| [ walk'd unſeen, on a pleaſant Green, 
re I heard a Maid in an angry Spleen, 


7 plaining to a Swain, to leave his drudging Pain, 
p port with her upon the Plain; 
um, But he the ſilly Clown, 


or: erdleſs of her Moan, did leave her all alone, 
re Will ſhe cry'd, come away, come away bonny Lad 
| (come away, 
nnot come, I will not come, I cannor come, my 
. (Work's not done, 
as all the Words this Clown did ſay. x. 
11 'ex'd in her Mind to hear this Lad's Reply, 
Venus ſhe went, in great Diſcontent, 
deſire her Boy with his Bow ready bent, 
take a nimble Dart, and ſtrike him to the Heart, 
diſobeying her Commandment: © 
Cupid then gave the Swain ſuch a Bang, 
made him to gang with this bonny Laſs along, 
all ſhe cry'd, come away, come away bonny Lad, 
7 (come hither, 
Acme, I come, I come, I come, I come, I come, 
o they gang'd along together. 
Gord 
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Good Honeſt Trorper take warning by Do 
Coop ER. To the Tune of Daniel Co 


ov 


1 


A Bonny Lad came to the Court, 
His Name was Donald Cooper; 
And he Petition'd to the King, 
That he miglit be a Trooper: 
| He ſaid that he, 
By Land and Sea, 
Had fought to Admiration ; 
And with Monroe. 
Had many blows, 
Both for-his King and Nation. 


The King did his Petition grant, 
And ſaid he lik'd him dearly ; 
Which gave to Donald more content, 
Than Twenty Shillings yearly : 


- 1 
* \ 2 1 
C 7: 
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This wily Leard 

Rode in the Guard, 
erde ſtrong Beer Barrel; 
500 Vet ſtout enough, 


To Fight and Cuff, 
a5 not given to Quarrel. 


n a Saturday at » 

walked in the Park, Sir; 

here he kenn'd a well fair Laſs, 

n it was almoſt dark, Sir: 
Poor Donald he * 
Drew near to ſee, 

iſt her bonny Mow, Sir; 

He laid her flat 

Upon her Back, 

ang d her ſide Weam too, Sir. 


pk her by the Lilly white Hand, 
kiſs d his bonny Mary; 
they did to the Tavern go, 
ere 1 did drink Canary: 
hen he was Drunk, 

In came a Punck, 

«'d gan he would Mow her; 
hen he again, 
With Might and Main, 


avely lay her o'er, Sir. 


Donald he roſe up again, 
nothing did him ail, Sir; 
tle kenn'd this bonny Laſs, 
| Fire about her Tail, Sir: 
When Night was ſpent 
Then Home he went, 
old it with a Hark, Sir; 
How he did Kiſs 

A dainty Miſs, 

ifted up the k, Sir. 


er a Month had gone about, 
[ Donald walked fadly; 
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And every yean enquir'd of him, 
What gar'd him leuk ſo badly: 
A Wench, quoth he, 
Gave Snuff to me, 
Out of her Placket box, Sir ; 
And I am ſure, _ 
She prov'd a Whore, 
And given to me the Pox, Sir. 


Poor Donald he being almoſt Dead, 
Was turn'd out of the Guard, Sir ; 
And never could get in again, 
Although he was a Leard, Sir: 
When Mars doth meet. 
VVith Venus ſweet, 
And ſtruggles to ſurrender; 
The Triumph's loſt, 
Then never truſt i 
A Feminine Commander. | 


Poor Donald he went home again, 
Becauſe he loſt his Place, Sir; 
For playing of a Game at VVhisk, 
And turning up an Ace, Sir: 
Ye Soldiers all, 
Both great and ſmall, 
A Foot-man or a. Trooper; 
VVhen you behold, _ 
A VVench that's bold . 
Remember Donald Cooper. | 


I: 
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The Fovial Drinker. 


ox on thoſe Fools, who exclaim againſt Wine, 
\nd fly the dear ſweets that the Bottle doth bring; 
ghtens the Fancy, the Wit does refine, 

d he that was firſt Drunk was made the firſt King, 


e help of good Claret old Age becomes Youth, . 
d ſick Men till find this the only Phyſitian; 

largely, you'll know by experience, the Truth, 
at he that drinks moſt is the beſt Politician. 


Victory this leads on the brave Cavalier, 

d makes all the Terrors of War, but Delight; 
flaſhes his Courage, and beats off baſe Fear, 
was that taught Ceſar and Pompey to fight. 


ſupports all our Friends, and knocks down our Foes; . 
makes us all Loyal Men from Courtier to Clou; 
Datchmen from Brandy, from this our —_—_ 

o | 
dis Wine, noble Wine, that's a Friend to the Crown. 
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The Sextons SONG. 


Surg by BRE x. Jonxs ox, in the Play of 
let Prince of Be 


nmark, acting the Grave 


- FEE 4 — a. — 
| 4 *. 1 
— r H Hy” 1 bee TT 
— LES ; 
| 


Oe more to theſe Arms my lov'd ry 


With the reſt of the Tools that belong to my T 
I that Buried others am roſe from the Dead, 
. Witha Ring, a Ring, Ring, @ Ring, and Dig a Dig, 


My Thoughts are grown eaſie, my Mind is at 

Since Things at the worſt are now grown to the 

And I and the Worms that long falted ſhall F 
With a Ring, &c. | 


v Ate 
How I long to be Meaſuring and cleaving the 
And commending the Soil for the Sculls ſhall be 
Whoſe thickneſs alone, not the Soil makes them ſe 
With a Ring, &c. 


= 
=_ 
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you Maſters, I'll cry, may the Saints ne'er me 
ben't as well contriv'd fort of a Grave, (fave, 
an could wiſh on ſuch occaſion to have, 

9 4 Ring , &c. 


re but the make of*r, I'll by you be try'd, 
he Coffin ſo freſh there that lies on that ſide, 
fry Years ſince he that owns it has dy d, 


b Ring, &c. 


to remember your Friend in a Bowl, 
neſt good Gentleman, God reſt his Soul, 
that for a Ducket is worth a Piſtole, 


þ Ring, &c. 


triages next I'll affirm it and ſwear, 

Bride would be private ſo great was my Care, 
ot a Soul knew that the Prieſt joyn'd the Pair, 
þ Ring, &c. | 


I my ſelf whiſper'd and told it about, 

Door they'd go in at, what Door they'd go out, 
ceive the Salutes of the Rabble and Rout, 

k a Ring, &c. 


riſt'nings I'll fit with abundance of Joy, 
rink to the Health of the Girl or the Boy, 

ſame I wiſh that Fate both would deſtroy, 
I may Ring, &c. 


e'er's my Religion, my Meaning's to Thrive, 
Child that is born, to the Font but ſurvive, 
tter how ſhort it's continuance alive, 

t 1 may Ring, &c. ; 


then my good Neighbours attend to my cry, 
vravely get Children, and decently die, 

xton now breathing ſhall uſe youas T, 

þ a Ring a Ring, Ring 4 Ring, Dig @ Dig, Dig. 


The 


M* Friend if you would underſtand, 


My Fortunes what they are; 
I once had Cattle Houſe and Land, 
But now I am never the near : 
My Father left a good Eſtate, 
As I may tell to thee; 
J couzened was of all I had, 


Like a great Boobee. 


I went to School with a good intent, 
And for to learn my Book; 

And all the Day I went to play, 
In it I never did look: 

Full ſeven Years, or very nigh, 
As J may tell to thee; | 


I could hardly ſay my Criſs-Croſs-Row, | 


Like a great Boobze, 


My Father then in all the haſt, 
id ſet me to the Plow ; 
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The Great BOOBEE. 
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or to laſh the Horfe about, | 
d I knew not how: 

ather took his Whip in Hand, 

7 _ laſhed me; 


d me Fool and Country Clown, 
4 great Boobee. 


did from my Father run, 

| would Plow no more; 

ſe he had ſo laſhed me, 

| made my ſides ſo ſore: 

will go to London Town, 

e Faſhions for ro ſee; | 


came there they call'd me Clown, 
a great Boobee. 


I went along the Street, 

ried my Hat in my Hand; 

d every one that I did meet, 

avely Buſs d my Hand: 

lid laugh, and ſome did ſcoff, 
ſome did mock at me; 


dine did ſay 1 was a Woodcock, 
a great Boobee. 


did walk in haſt to Paul's 
Steeple for to view; | 
e I heard ſome People ſay, 
ould be builded new: 

I got up unto the Top, 
ity for to ſee; 
ſo high it made me cry, 


a great Boobee. 


thence I went to Weſtminſter, 

for to ſee the Tombs ; 

id I, what a Houſe is here, 

h an infinite ſight of Rooms : 

y the Abby Bells did Ring, 

as a fine ſight to ſee ; : . 
ught J was going to Heay'n in a String. 
a great Boobee. © 


But 
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But as I went along the Street, 
The moſt part of the Day; 

Many Gallants I did meet, 
Methought they were very pay: 

I blew my Noſe and piſt my Hoſe, 

+ Some People did me ſee ; 

They ſaid I was a beaftly Fool, 

And a great Boobee. 


Next Day I thro" Pye-corner paſt, 

The Roaſt-meat on the Stall ; 

Invited me to take a Taſte, 
My Money was but ſmall : 

The Meat I pickt, the Cook me kickt, 
As I may tell to thee ; 

He beat me ſore and made me roar, 
Like a great Boobee. 3 


As I thro' Smithfield lately walkt, 
A gallant Laſs I met; 

Familiarly with me ſhe talkt, 

Which I cannot forget: 
She proferr'd me a Pint of Wine 

Methought ſhe was wondrous free, 

To the Tavern then I went with her, 
Like a great Boobee. 


She told me we were near of Kin, ＋ 
And call'd for Wine good ſtore; t 

Before the Reckoning was brought in, 

My Couſin prov'd a Whore : 

My Purſe ſhe pickt, and went away, 

þ —— couzened me, 

The Vintner kickt me out of Door; 

Lite à great Boobee, 


At the Exchange when I came there, 
| I ſaw moſt —.— things; 

I thought the Pictures living were, 

Of all our Engliſh Kings: | "= 


©. 
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fr my Hat and made a Leg, 
nd kneeled on my Knee; 


People laugh'd and call'd me Fool, 
d a great Boobee. 


aris-Garden then T went, 

here there is great reſort ; 

leaſure was my Puniſhment, 

lid not like the Sport: 

Garden-Bull with his ſtout Horns, 
high then toſſed me; | 
bewray my ſelf with fear, 

2 a great Boobee. 


Bearward went to ſave me then, 
e People flock'd about ; 

the Bear-Garden-Men, 

Guts they were almoſt out: 
ſaid I tunk moſt grievouſlly, 
Man would pity me ; 


call'd me wirleſs Fool and Aſs, 
a great Boobee. 


o'er the water I did paſs, 

ou ſhall underſtand ; 

tinto the Thames, alaſs, 

ore I came to Land: 

Vaterman did help me out, 
thus did ſay to me; 

ot thy fortune to be drown'd, 

a great Boobee. 


ave learned ſo much Wit, 

| ſhorten all my Cares; 

n but a Licence get, 

play before the Bears: 

d be a gallant Place indeed, 
may tell to thee: 

ho dares call me Fool or Ass, 
eat Boobee, © 2 
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Set by Mr. Jeremiah Clart 
Sung by Mr. LEVERI DOB. 


P1:1s.to Purge Melonchob., 


Hen Maids live to Thirty, yet never repented, 
When Europe's at Peace and all Exglandcontented, 
1 Gameſters won't Swear, and no bribery thrives, 
g Wives love old Husbands, young _ old 
wes; 
2 Landlords love Taxes, and Soldiers love Peace: 
wyers forget a rich Client to Fleece: 
n old Face ſhall pleaſe as well as a new, 
, Husbands, and Lovers will ever be true, 


Bullicsleave huffingandCowards their Trembling, 
ourtiers and Women and Prĩeſts their Diſſembling, 
theſe ſnall do nothing againſt what they teach, 


ities hate, and we mind what they Preach: a 
Vintners leave Brewing to draw the Wine 
Backs by their Medicines kill leſs than they Cure, 


- 


an old Face ſhall pleaſe as. well as a new, 
, Husbands and Lovers will ever be true. 
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ioo PILLs to Purge Melanchdh, 
Words to a Tune of Mr. BARRE T's, cal 


CATHERINE. 
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e pleaſant Month of May, 5 

zen the merry, merry Birds began to ſing 

e Bloſſoms freſh and gay; 

rd in the welcome Spring, 

When the long cold Winter's gone, 

And the bright enticing Moon, 

In the Evening ſweetly ſhon: 

the bonny Men and Maids tript it on the Graſs 3 
At a jolly Country Fair, | 
When the Nymphs in the beſt appear ; 

ſolv'd to be free, with a Fiddle aud a She, 

y Shepherd and his Laſs, 


middle of the Sport, 
n the Fiddle wentbrisk and the Glaſs went round, 
e Pretty gay Nymphs for Courr, 
h their Merry Feet beat the Ground; 
Little Cupid arm'd unſeen, 
With a Bow and Dart ſtole in, 
With a conquering Air and Mein, 
ty'd his Bow thro the Nymphs and the 5 wainsz: - 
ery Shepherd and his Mate, 
Soon felt their _ Fate, 
dnging to try in Enjoyment to die, 
e reign' d o'er all the Plains. 


he lghing Swain gave o'er, 

e wearied Nymphs could dance no more; 
were other Thoughts that mov'd, 

pretty kind Pair that Lov'd : 

In the Woods the Shepherds lay, 

And mourn'd the time away, 

And the Nymphs as well as they, 

d to taſte what it is that their Senſes cloys, 
Till at laſt by conſent of Eyes, 

E'ery Swain with his E flies, 
Buxom She retires with her He, 

at Love's ſolid Joys. 


. 
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A Scotch So. Sung by Mri. Lucy 
the Old Turarket. 
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Moon - light on the Green, 

Our bonny Laſſes Cooing; 
ancing there I've ſeen, 

o ſeem'd alone worth Wooing :. 

Skin like driven Snow, 

r Hair brown as a Berry: 

Eyes black as a Slow, 

r Lips red as a Cherry. 


w ſhe tript it, skipt it, 

pt it, ſtept it, whiskt it, 
tit, whirld it, twurl'd it, 

imming, ſpringing, ſtarting 2 

ick, the tune to nick, 

th 3 and a toſs: 

a jerk at parting, | | EM 
ith a heave, and à toſs, and a/jerk at parting. 


e ſat down I bowed, 

d yeil'd my bonner to her ; 
took her from the Crowd, 
ith Honey words to woo her ; 
t blitheſt Laſs, quoth J, 

— bleaky VVeather: 

hee let us try, | | 
other os together ; 


b 


Es VVhilſt 
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/ 


VVbliſt fuing thus I flood. 


Quoth ſhe, pray leave your fooling; 


Some Dancing heats the Blood, 
But yours I fear lacks cooling: 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, 
And we at laſt had Seven ; 
And whilſt the Fiddle play'd, 
She thoughe her ſelf in 
Ob how ſhe, &c. 


ven, 


At laſt ſhe with a Smile, 

To Dance again deſir'd me; 
Quoth I, pray ſtay a while, 

For now good faith ye've tir'd me: 
VVith that ſhe look'd on me, 

And ſigh'd with muckle ſorrow ; 
Than gang ye'ar gate, quoth ſhe, 
But Dance again to morrow, 


ITT ma 


— 
— 
— 
— 
— 
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Quaxzer's SONG. Sung by Mri, Willis 
at the New Play- Houſe, | 


longſt the pure ones all, 
VVhich Conſcience doth profeſs; 
et that ſort of Conſcience, 
oth practice nothing leſs: 
an the Sect of thoſe Elett, 
hat's loath to live by Merit; | 
t leads their Lives with other Mens VViyes,' 
cording unto the Spirit. 
x F 5 One- 


> | 
R 
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met with a' Holy Siſter of ours, 
9 Saint who dearly lov'd him: 
And fain he would have kifs'd her, 
Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him : 
But ſhe deny'd, and he reply d, 
' You're damn'd unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, 


For the Spirit doth move me to it. 


She not willing to offend, poor Soul, 
Yielded unto his Motion; 
And what theſe two did inrend, 
Vas out of pure Devotion: 
To lye with a Friend and à Brother, 
he thought ſhe ſhou'd die no Sinner, 
But e'er five Months were'paſt, 
The Spirit was quick within her. 


But what will the VVicked ſay, 
Vu Vhen they ſhall here of this Rumour ;. 
Ti «y'd laugh at us every Day, 

And Scof us in every Corner : 
Let em do ſo ſtill if that they will, 

Ve mean not to follow their Faſhion, 

They're none of our Se&, nor of our Elect, 

Nor none of our Congregation. 


But when the time was come, 
Thar ſhe was to be laid; 
was no very great Crime, 

"Committed by her they ſaid: Is 

Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhow, 

*T was done by a Friend and a Brother, 

But a very great Sin they ſaid it had been, 
IF it had been done by another, 
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— — — 
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S Oyſter Nan ſtood by her Tub, 
To ſhew her vicious Inclination ; : 
gave her nobleſt Parts a Scrub, 
nd ſigh'd for want of Copulation : 
[intner of no little Fame, | 
ho excellent Red and White can ſell ye, 
d the little dirty Dame, ; 
ſhe fte cratching of her Belly. Come 
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Come in, ſays he, you ſilly Slut, 

"Tis now a rare convenient Minute; 
In lay the Ieching of your Scut, 
Except ſome greedy Devil be in it: 
With that the Flat- capt Fusby ſmil's; 


And would have bluſh'd, but that ſhe cou'd not; 


Alaſs! ſays ſhe, we're ſoon beguil'd, 
By Men. to do thoſe things we ſhou'd not. 


From Door they went behind the Bar, 

As it's by common Fame reported; 

And there upon a Turkey Chair, 
Unſeen the loving Couple ſported: 

But being call'd by Company, 

As he was taking pains to pleaſe her; 

I'm coming, coming Sir, ſays he, 

My Dear, and ſo am I, ſays ſbe, Sir. 


Her Mole-hill Beily ſwell'd about, 

Into a Mountain quickly after; 

And when the pretty Mouſe crept out, 

The Creature caus'd a mighty Laughter: 

And gow ſhe has learnt the pleaſing Game, 
Altho' much Pain and Shame it coſt her; 

She day ventures at the ſame, 

And ſhuts and opens like an Oyſter. 


277 4545070 


De IR Is n Figg Or, the Night Rami | 
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E Night in my Ramble I chanc'd to ſee, 
\ thing like a Spirit, it 8 me; 

d up my Hat and reſolv'd to look big, 
treight fell a Tuning the Iriſb Jigg. 


lot; 


Devil drew nearer and nearer in ſhort, 
d it was one of the Petticoat ſort; 

ars being over, I car'd not a Fig, 

ill I kept tuning the 1riſb Jigg. 


hen I went to her, reſolving to try her; 
her agog of a longing deſire ; 

her I'd give her a Whip for her Gig, 
Scourge to the Tune of the Iriſh Jigg. 


nothing but Dancing our Fancy could pleaſe, 
on the Graſs and Danc'd at our caſe ;. ive 
nd with my Breeches and off with my Whigg, 
ve fell a Dancing the Irifh Jigg. 


k you, kind Sir, for your kindneſs, ſaid ſhe, 
Scholar's as Wiſe as the Maſter can be; 

If you ſhould chance to get me with Kid, 
the poor Brat to the 1riſh Jigg. 


— 


Dance being ended as you may ſee, 
ole by Conſent and we both went away; 
on my Cloaths and left her to grow big, 


lo I went Roaring the I/ Jg. a 
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|| T was a happy Golden Day, 
When fair Althea Kind and Gay, 
Put all but Love and me away ; 

I arm'd with ſoft Words did Addreſs, 
Sweet and kind Kiſſes far expreſs, 

A greater Joy and Happineſs. 1 


Nature the beſt Inſtructereſs cry d, 
Her Ivory Pillows to divide, | 
That Love might Sail with Wind and Tide; true 
She rais'd the Maſt and ſail'd by it, long 
That Day two Tides together mer, 
Drove him on Shore ſoon dropping wet- then 
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' Celia how can you be Cruel and Fair? 
Since — : 
The Charms that are loving, 
ould make.a poor Lover Deſpair; 
true, I have lov'd you theſe ſeven long Years & more, 
long for a Man that ne er was in Love before: 
nd it longer you my Careſſes * : 
then am reſolv'd to give over my Flames and _ 
ove 
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Love fires the Heart of him that is Brave, 
| Charms the Spirit 
Of him that is mevit, 

And makes the poor Lover a Slave; 
Dull ſordid Souls that never knew how ta Love 
Where Nature is plung'd, *tis a ſhame to the beſt 

And if any longer you my Careſſes deny, 

F then am reſolv'd to give over my Flames 


4 SONO. 


| TI E RE was a Knight and he was Young, 

A: riding along the way, Sit; 
And there he met a Lady fair, | 
Among the Cocks of Hay, Sir; 
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he, ſhall you and I Lady, 
og the Graſs lye down a; 
vill have a ſpecial Care, 

mpling of your Gown a. 
ein 7 along with me, 

my Father's Hall, Sir; 

all enjoy my Maiden- head, 

my Eſtate and all, Sir: 

nounted her on a milk- white Steed, 
elf upon another; 

n they rid upon the Road, 

Siſter and like Brother. 


en ſhe came to her Father's Houſe, 
h was moated round about, Sir ; 
ped ſtreight within the Gate, 

ſhut this Young Knight out, Sir, 

a Purſe of Gold, ſhe ſaid, 

it for your Pains, Sir; 

vill ſend my Father's Man, 

home with you again, Sir. —— 


you meet à Lady fair, 

du go thro? the next Town, Sir; 

ſt not fear the Dew of the Graſs, 

he rumpling of her Gown, Sir: 

you meet a Lady Gay, 

du 7 by the Hill, Sir; 
ill not when you mays : 

ſhall not when you will, Sir. 


— 


5 a Dew upon the Graſs, 

poil your Damask Gown a ; 

has coſt your Father dear, | 
Shilling and Crown a: R | 
sa Wind blows from the %,, | 
will dry the Ground a ; | 
ill have a ſpecial Care, | 
e cumpling of my Gown a. 


| 
| 
[ 
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Laves to London I'll deceive you, 


For the Country now I leave you: 


Who can bear, and not be Mad, 
Wine ſo dear, and yet ſo bad: 

Such a Noiſe and Air ſo ſmoaky, 
That to ftun, this to choak ye; 
Men ſo ſelfiſh, falſe and rude, | 
Nymphs fo young and yet ſo lew'd: 


Quiet harmleſs Country Pleaſure, 
Shall at home engroſs my Leiſure ; 
Farewel London, I'll repair, 

To my Native Country Air : 

J leave all thy Pleaſures behind me, 


But at home my Wife will find me; 


Oh the Gods! tis ten times worſe, 
London is a milder Curſe., 


Fg 
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Duke of OR MOND's March. 
Set by Mr. Church. 


E brave Boys and Tars, 
wo er _ for the Wars, 
r the Action at Vgo; 
And where OR MO ND commands, 
Let us all joyn our Hands, 
ere he goes, may you go, and I go. 


Let Conqueſt and Fame, 

The Honour proclaim, 
URMOND has gotten at z 
Let the Trumpets now ſound, 
And the Ecchoes around, 


be goes, may you go, an I go. 


Let the Glories be Sung, | 
Which the ORMON DS have won, 
fore this great Action at Igo; 


They're 


— OO OO ꝑ — K— 


In Flexders, as well as at Yige; 


116 Pics to Purge Melanchoh. 


They're ſo Loyal and Juſt, 
And ſo true to their Truſt, 


| That where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


Old Records of Fame, | 
Of the ORMONDS great Name, 
Their Actions, like theſe were of Vigo; 
And ſince this Prince exceeds, 
In his Fore-Father's Deeds, 
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


"Tis the Praiſe of our Crown, 
That ſuch Men of Renown, 
Shou'd lead on the Van, as at Vigo; 
Where ſuch Lives and Eſtates 
Are expos'd for our fakes, 
Then where he goes, may you go, and 1 go. 


"Twas the whole Nation's Voice, 
| And we all did rejoyce, 
When we heard he Commanded for Vigo; 
To ANNA ſo True, | f 
All her Foes to purſue, - 
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


"Tis the Voice of the Town, 

And our Zeal for the Crown, 
To ſerve ORM OND to France, Spain, or Vigi; 

So Noble and brave, 

Both to Conquer and ſave, 
Then where he goes, may you go, and I go. 


To the Soldiers ſo kind, 
And ſo —_— inclin'd, 
To wave his Applauſe gain'd at Vigo; 
Yet ſo kind and ſo true, 
He gave all Men their due, 
Then where he goes, may you go, and 1 go. 


We juſtly do own, 
All the Honour that's won, 
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But our Subject and Theme, 
Is of ORMOND's great Name, 


where he goes, may you go, and I ge. 


Then take off the Bowl, 

To that Generous Soul, 

t Commanded ſo bravely at Vigo; 
And _ ANNA approve, 
Of our Duty and Love, 

where he goes, may you ge, and I go. 


F 


A Cure for Melancholy. 
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RE vou grown ſo Melancholy, 
A Thar = think on nought but Folly ; er 1 
Are you ſad, | ch. 
Are you Mad, 
Are you worſe; 
Do you think, pf Al 
Want of Chink Eu 

Is a Curſe: | 
Do you wiſh for to have, 
Lenger Life, or a Grave, 

Thiu would I Cure ye. 


Firſt I would have a Bag of Gold, 

That ſhould ten Thouſand Pieces hold, 
And all 
In thy Har, 

Would I pour; 


For ro T NC 
On th rens, i 
Or thy Whore: 
For to caſt away at Dice, 
Or to ſhift you of your Lice, 


This would I Cure ye. 


Next I would have a ſoft Bed made, 
Wherein a Virgin ſhould be laid ; 
That would Play, the 
_ way | 
You'll deviſe ; 
That would ſtick 
Like a Tick, 
| To your Thighs, 
That would bill like « Dove, 
Lye beneath or above, 
Thus would I Cure ye. 


Next that ſame Bowl, where Jove Divine, 
Drank Nectar in, I'd fill with Wine; 
That whereas, 
You ſhould pauſe, 
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You ſhould quaff; 
Like a Greek, 

Till your Cheek, 
and to Venta, 

chus and Silenus, 

; would 1 Cure ye. 


ff all there ſhould appear, 

Eunuchs (| — Singing here, 
In the Praiſe, | 

Of thoſe Ways, 

Of delights; 

Venus Can, 

Uſe with Man, 

In the Night : 

he ſtrives to adorn, 

's Head with a HORN, 

would I Cure ye. 


f not Gold, nor Woman can, 
ine, nor Songs, make merry then; 
Let the Batt, 
Be thy Mate, 
And the Owl; 
Let a-Pain, 
. 1 Brain, 
Make thee Howl; 
e Fox be thy Friend, 
the Plague work thy end, 
1 would Cure you. 


179 
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To bis faireſt VALENTIN E Mrs, 


| C ME pretty Birds preſent your Lays, 
And learn to chaunt a Goddeſs Praiſe; 
Ye Wood-Nymphs let your Voices be, 
wo (ey to ſerve her Deity: 
And warble forth, ye Virgins Nine, 
Some Muſick to my Valentine, >; 


Her Boſom is Loves Paradiſe, 
There is no Heay'n but in her Eyes; 
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chaſter than the Turtle-Dove, 
zirer than the Queen of Love: 


arure 'schoiceſt Cabinet, 1 n; IF 

Honour, _—_ 

united in her Breaſt, 3 
reces Claim an Int reft : 4520 
ertues that are m Divine, - F 21H 
cleareſt in my Valentine. , 2:8 


J 


| 4 


920.67) LN Ell — 
A BALLAD, 

„ i LOR, FRI Sol Ds 1s 148 
Or, Cor IId Adventure. 


ETSY 

122 rn er. 
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W Colin went ont e 11 
In a Morning of ill, N grey At N 
Ina Thicket he heard a Voice it le ſpread; 


Which was, O, O, I am dbnoft dead. 


He peep'd in the Buſhes, and fpy'd where 
His Miſtreſs, whoſe Count 25 made April 
But in her looks ſome ſadnels was read, 

Crying O, O, I am almoſt dead. 


He ruſh'd in to her, and ery'd what's t 
Ah! Colin, quoth ſhe, why will you m_ ar be 
Who b the falſe Swain, hath often been mille 


or which O, O, Ian alm dead. 


He turn'd her Milk. pail, and there down he {i 
His Hands ſtroak'd 3 Beard, on his Kxee lay by 
* O, ſtill M. cry d, before ought n 
deln, O, O, I n aimeſ dead. | 

oy = 


. No more, quoth tour Collin! T ever w way tru, 
"Thou gay'ſt mea Handkerchief all hemm'd 
A Pin-box I N thee, and a Girdle ſo Red, 
thus m.. e 


Tet ſt the cry'd, O, O, 12. 
Pants n ſke, bath made me 
For I never fear'd Sarab that dwelt at the Mil, 
Since in the Ex h, ö, 06, her Hogs thou haſt & 

| For which 1 am a dead. 
Solis eben chuck ' d her under che Chi 
2 — for to love thee I gever will 


1 
Tul then O, O, 1 an ale dead; 7 


Uds boars quorh Col1n, I'll Hey 
ET LE, ES © 
E | 
ut now, O, O, I an aim 


10 
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irrt en. 


ve me 
ſtreight to 
on before, 
che no mere. 


7 


T Fach. 
TT TT Banane 


ceive thouT't not! 


Jon ne —. Cloths and 


1 Faich 


then I 


l 


by Mr. Daniel 


4 Sons: Set 
Mr. EowarDs. 


Purcell : Sung by 


Town-Rakes, 


© „„ „ 
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Hat Life can compare with the jolly Town-Rakes, 
When in his full ſwing of all Pleaſure he takes ? 
oon he gets up for a wet and. to, Dine, (Wine, 
Wings the ſwift Hours with Mirth; Mufick;- and 
n jogs to the Play-houſe and chars with the Maſques, 


re great as a Ceſar he revels when drunk, 

cours all he meets as he reels, as he reels tohisPunk, 

| finds the dear Girl in his Arms when he wakes; 

at Life can compare to the jolly Town-Rakes, the 
| jolly Fown-Rakes. 


ike the Great Turk has his favourite She, 

the Town's his Seraglio, and ſtill he lives free; 
etimes ſhe's a Lady, but as he muſt range, 

k Betty, or Oyſter Mol ſerve for a Change: 

e varies his Sports his whole Life is a Feaſt; 
thinks him that is ſobereſt is moſt like a Beaſt: 
Houſes of Pleaſure, breaks Windows and Doors, 
Bullies and Cullies, then lies with their Whores: 
work for the Surgeon and Midwife he. makes, 

t Life can Compare with the jolly Town-Rakes. 


* in Covent-Garden he makes his Campaigns, _ 

no Coffee-Houſe haunts but to ſettle his Brains; 
laughs at dry Mortals, and never does think, 

{s tis to get the beſt VVenches and Drink: 
Iwells in a Tavern, and lives ev'ry where, 
| improving his Hour, lives an age ina Year: 
as Life is uncertain, he loves to make haſte, 

thus he lives longeſt becauſe he lives faſt : 
n leaps in the Dark, and his Exit he makes, 4 
hat Death can compare with the jolly Town-· Rakes, 


S S 


. „ 
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| thence to the Roſe where he takes his three Flasko 


# 
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480 St by Ah, Clans, 


Oung Coridon and Phillis 

Sate in a lovely Grove; 

Contriving Crowns of Lillies, 
Repeating Tales of Love: 

Land ſemething elſe, but what I dave not, Ce. 


But as were a Playing, 
She oagled fo the Swain; 
It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our Pain : 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 


A thouſand times he kiſs'd her, 

Laying her on the Green; 
Bur as he farther preſs'd her, 
Her pretty Leg was ſeen; 
And ſomething elſe, &c. 
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1 neger Nr. CH 


b —— ſtill 
greater Joys 2 
wander” * er * a. 
imer hing elſ, ie 
Effort ſhe —— 
5 Paſſion to W —_— ; = — 
, but it was faintly crying, , 


y rake away your Hand: 
emerhing elſe, & c. 


g Coridon grown bolder, | . 
xe Minute would improve; 8 

is the Time he told her, 

d ſhew you how I love; g 

met hing elſe, &c. . | 


Nymph ſeem? d almoſt dying,. 
ſolv'd in amorous Heat; 
iſs'd, and told him ſighing, 

y Dear your Love is great. 
meth ing elſe, &c. 


Philis did recover 7 „„ 
uch ſooner than the Swan; 
dluſhing ask d her Lover 

all we not Kiſs again: . 
ſouthing elſe, &c. TR = 


Love his Revels keeping, 2% 
ill Nature at a ſtand: — NS 

talk they fell to Slee * A 
lolding each others Hand; EE + 
ſmething elſe, &c. Te eps, ES £24 51 * 
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The Amorous Barzen's Paſſion of Low 118 
Dear Brent | 


WI my Strings of ſmall Wire lo I come, 
And a Cittern made of Wood; 

And a Song altho' you are Deaf and Dumb, 

May be heard and underſtood. | 

Dumb, dumb, <— 


Oh! take Pity on me, my Dear, 
Me thy Slave, and me thy Vaſſal, 
And be not Cruel, as it were, 
Like to ſome ſtrong well built old Caſtle 
Dumb, dumb 


Leſt as thou paſſeſt along the Sena, | 
Braver every Day and braver ; 
Every one that does thee meet, 
Will fay there goes a Woman-ſhayer. 
Dumb, aum 
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| again will think fit, 

nd to * — ek = = 
e goes mme that wit on p Chops 2 
Man wich his Thumbs kill Vermine. | 
Dumb, 0010), — - 


if thou doſt then, farewel Pelf, 
vewel Bridget, for I vow I'll: 

er in my Baſon hang my ſelf, 

t drown me in my Towel, 

Dumb, dumb 


rA, made by a Gentleman in Ireland, 
could not have Acceſs to a Lady whom he 
nt to viſit, becauſe the Maid the Night be- 
e had over- laid her pretty Bitch. To the 
ie of, O Hone, O Hone. - 


f. 
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On let no Eyes be dry, 

Oh Hone, Oh Heme, 

But let's lament and cry, 
Oh Hone, O Hone, © 

We're quite undone almoſt, 

For Daphne on this Coaſt 

Has yielded up the Ghoſt, 
Oh Hone, Oo Hone, 


Daphne my deareſt Bitch, 

Oh Hene, O Hone, | 
Who did all Dogs bewitch, 

Ob Hone, &c. : 

— a careleſs Maid, 
Pox take her for a Jade, 
In the Night over-laid, 
. Oh Rene, &. 


Oh may ſhe never more 
Oh Hone, &c. 
Sleep quietly, but ſnore, 
Oh Hone, &C. 
May never Iriſh Lad, 
Sue for her Maiden-head, 
Until it ſtinks I Gad, 
; Oh Hons, Cc. 


Oh may ſhe never keep 
Oh Hone, Oh Hone ; 
Her Water in her Sleep, 
Oh Hone, Oh Hone : 
May never Pence nor Pounds, 
Come more within the Bounds, 
Of her Pocket Ad-ſounds, 
Oh Hone, Oh Hone. 
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HEN that young Damon bleſs'd my Heart, 
And in 101 Words did move; 

did I hug the pleaſing Dart, 
thank d the God of Love: 

4% ſaid I, my beſt lov'd Lamb, 

That i in my Boſom lives: 

hee, for 101 C01 this dear Flame, 


To thee, kind God, I Il give. 


"2. 


” 
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But prying Friends o'es-heard my Vow, 
And murmur'd in my Ear; 
| Damen hath neithef Flocks nor Plough, 

Girl what thou doſt beware: 

They us d ſo long their curſed Art, 
And damn'd deluding ſham; 

That I agreed with them to part, 
Nor offer d up my Lamb. 


Ovid ask d for his Offering 
„Cauſe I refus d td pay; ot oO 
* — my > — his Wing. 0 
And carty'd him quite-away : 
Pitch'd him before Olinda's Charms, 
- Thoſe Wonders of the Plain; 
Commanding her into her Arms, 
To take the deareſt Swain. 


The envy'd Nymph, ſaon, ſoon'obey'd; 
And bore away the Prize; bs." 
*Tis well ſhe did, for had ſhe ftay'd, 
I'd ſnatch'd him from her Eyes: 
My Lamb was with gay Garlands dreſs'd, 
| _ The Pile prepar'd to burn; | 
Hoping that if the God appeas'd, 
My Damon might return. 


4 * 


But oh! in vain he's gone, he's gone, 
Phillis he can't be thine; "I 4 
1 —— am undone, 
Was ever Fate like mine: | 
Olinda do, try all thy Charms; - 
Yet I will have a part; 
For whilſt you have him in your Arms; 
LI have him in my Heart. 


+ 
4 
* 


1 
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T* ux wretched Mortal, think no more, 
How to prolong thy Breath : 
For thee there are no Joys: in ſore, 
But in a welcome : | 
Then ſeek to lay thee under Ground, 
The Grave cares all Def 


And healeth eyery bitter — 
Giv'n by th” ungrateful Fair. 


How cou'dſt thou Faith in Woman think; 
Women are Syren; all; 
And when Men in Loves Ocean ſunk, 
Take Pride to ſee 'em fall: 
Women were never real yet, 
But always truth deſpiſe 
Conſtant to nothing but Deceit, 
Falſe Oaths and flattering Lies. 


Ah! Coriden big] > adieu, 
The Gods will — gar 

Their Gates are open! wide for you; 
But bolted againſt her : 

Do thou be true, you * to Love, 
Phills or Death you'll have; | 

| * — — N ears doth perjured prove | 


KR 
RR 
2 
* 


Hy 


kaven firſt created Woman to be Kind, 
Both to be belov'd, and for to Lovez 
yo contradi& what Heay'n has deſign'd, 


u'll be conteran'd by all the Fey T5 above ? | 
| Then 
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Then no more diſpute me, for I am raſhly bent, 
To ſubject your Beauty | 


To kind Nature's Duty, 
Let me than ſalute you by Conſent. I 


Arguments and fair Intreats did I uſe, 
, - But with her Conſent could not prevail; 
She the Bleſſing modeſtly would till refuſe, 
Seeming for to ſlight my amorous Tale : 
Sometimes ſhe would cry Sir, prithee Dear be 
Oh Sir, pray Sir, why Sir ? 
Pray now, nay now, fye Sir, 


I would ſooner die Sir, be rude, 


the 

I began to treat her then another way, Thi 

Modeftly.I. melted with a Kiſs; hol 

She then bluſhing look'd like the riſing Day, Soo 

Fitting for me to attempt the Bliſs : Ke 

L gave her a fall Sir, ſhe began to tear, 11 4 

Crying ſhe would call Sir, n b 

Loud as ſhe could baul Sir, - I 
Bu id pavy'd ay falle, Sir, as the's Fair. 

the 

ſe U 
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the Wars J muſt alaſs, 
Though I do not like the Game, - 
hold him to be an Aſs, 
t will loſe his Life for Fame: 
e Guns are ſuch peſtilent things, 
at Pellet in ones Brow ; 
ang, off ch ve heard zome xay, 
%% Man he knows not ho. 


the Bow, Bill, Zword and Dagger, 

re us'd all in vighting; 

heard my Father ſwear and ſwagger, 
tit was but a Flea-biting : 

ge Guns, &c. 


d vight with the beſt of our Pariſh, 

lay at Whiſters with Mary; 
thump the Vootball, 2 the Morrie, 
box at Viſticuffs with any: 


e Guns, &c. 


el Dick, Tom, Ralph and Hugh. 
Maypoles make all heretofore ; 
od, Kate, Zis and Zue, 

[ ſhall never zee you more: 

ſe Guns are ſuch peſtilent things, 
ts Pellet in ones Brow; 
wing off ch ve heard zome xay, 
1 Man he knows net hom. 


138 Pr1t1s to Page Melenchoh. 
A Sox in Praiſe of Punch, 


—— — W 7 


( ME fill up the Bowl with the Liquor that 

| And much more Divine is, | 

Than now a- days Wine is, with all their Art, 
None here can controul : ; 

The Vintner deſpiſing, tho Brandy be riſing, 
"Tis Punch that muſt chear the Heart: 
The Lovers complaining, will cure in a trice, 
And Celis diſdaining, ſhall ceaſe to be nice, 
Come fil up the Bowl, &c. 4 | 


Thus ſoon you'll diſcover, the cheat of each L 
"When free from all Care you'll quickly find, 
As Nature intended em willing and kin 


Come fill up the Bowl, &c. 


Sulu, 
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A SONG. 


— 14 — — <— — 


t 


VNV Peggy Ramſey that any Man may fee, _ 
d bonny was her Face, with a fair freckel'd Eye; 
b her Body made, and ſhe hath good Skill, 
ſquare is her Wethergig made like a Mill, 
bs bey trolodel, hey trolodel, hey trolodel lil, 
Peggy Ramſey ſbe gives weel her Mill. 


to the Mill is gone to grind a Bowl of Mault, 
ill it wanted Water, and was not that a fault; 
ull'd her Petticoats and piſs'd into the Dam, 
L. 1 Nights ſhe made the Millto gang: 
bey, &c. 


all her Peggy, and ſome call her Jeon, 

calls her Midſummer, but they all are miſta en; 
0 is a bonny Laß, and grinds well her Mill, 
c _ 3 when others they lay ſtill: 
, OC, | 


and Iſe grin a poke, and we to War will leanes, 
thee flat upon thy Back and then oy ſteanes; 
e hopper titter totter, hand the Mouth as till, 
wa ſit, and enne fiand, merrily grind the Mill: 


's by, &. 
Up 
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Up goes the Clap, and in goes the Corn, 

Berwixt twa rough ſteans Peggy not to learn; 

With a Dam full of Wates that ſhe holdeth fi 

To pour upon the Clap for burning of the Mil 
With a hey, &c. 


Up ſhe pull'd the Dam ſure and let the Water! 
The Wheel went about, and the Mill began toy 
The ſpindle it was hardy, and the ſteanes were 


( 
And the Meal fell in the Mill Trough, and yen 


| come 
With a hey trolodel, hey trolodel, hey erolodel lil, 
Bonny Peggy Ramſey ſbe gives weel her Mill. 


n ir 

a em| 
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Vit by the Famous Mr. NA r. Lit 


8 and Sylvia, a gentle ſoft Pair, 
Whoſe buſineſs was loving, and kiſſing the 
Ia a ſweet ſmelling Grove went ſmiling along, 
Till the Youth gave a vent to his Heart with his Ie 
Ah Sylvia ! ſaid he, (and ſigh'd when he ſhow) 
Your cruel reſolves will you never revoke 

No never, ſhe ſaid, how never, he cry'd, 

*Tis the Damn d that ſhall only that Sentence 


She turn'd her about to look all around, 
Then bluſh'd, and her pretty Eyes caſt on the Gr 
She kiſs'd his warm Checks, then play'd with his 
And urg'd that his Reaſon his Paſſion would ct 
Ah Philanaer ! ſhe ſaid, 'tis a dangerous Bliſs, 
Ah! never ask more and I'11 give thee a Kiſs; 
How never? he —_ then ſhiver'd all o'er, 
No never, ſhe ſaid, then tripp'd to a Bower: 
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pod at the Wicket, he cry'd let me in, 

wer'd, I wou'd if it were not a ſin; 

ſees, and the Gods will chaſtiſe the poor Head 
nder for this; ſtraight Trembling he ſaid, 

ſces, I confeſs, but no Tell-tales are there, 
d him and cry'd, you're an Atheiſt my Dear 3 
u'd you prove falſe I ſhould never endure : 


yer? he cry d, and ſtraight down he threw her. 


licate Body he claſp'd in his Arms, 

d her, he preſs'd her, heap'd charms upon charms 
d ſhall I now? no never, ſhe ſaid, 

ill you ſhall never enjoy till 'm dead: 

if ſhe were dead, ſhe ſlept and lay till, 

1in Death bequeath'd him a ſmile : 

embolden'd the Youth his Charms to apply, | 
he bore ſtill about him to cure thoſe that die. | 


* eee eee eee ese ui. 
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Y Our Hay i it is mow'd, and your Corn is re 
Your Barns will be full, and your Hope 
Come, my Boys come, 
Come, my Boys come, 
And merrily roar our Haryeſt home : 
Harveſt home, 
Harveſt home, 
And merrily roar our Harveſt home. 
Come, my Boys come, &C. 


We ha' cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him age 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha* One in Ten: 
ein Ten, 
One in Ten 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha' One in Ten, 
One in Ten, &c. 


For prating too 55 „like a Book learnt Sot, * 
"Till Pudding and Dumpling are burnt to Pot: 
Burnt to Por, 
Burnt to Pot, 
Till Pudding and Dumgling are burnt to Pot, 
Burnt to Pot, &c. 


We'll toſs off our Ale till we cannot ſtand, 
And hey for the Honour of old E 


| Old Englend, 
Old England, | _ 
And hey for the Honour of old England, 
1 ola land, &c. - 
| ED 2 
: nc 
| Bt if 


P11 Is to Binge Melaxchoh. 


thee ſend © me back my ag that,” 


Since I cannot have thine : 
{ from yours = will not part, 


by then ſhould you have mine. 


I think ont, let ĩt be, 
end 1 it me is Vein. 1 
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Thou haſt a Thief in either Eye, 


Will ſteal it back again. 
Why ſhould two Hearts in one Breaſt be, 
And yet not be together ; 
Or Love, where is thy Sympathy, 
If thou our Hearts do fever ? c 
But Love is ſuch a Myſtery, - 


I cannot find it out; 
For when J think I am beſt reſoly'd, 
Then I am moſt in Doubt. hs 


Then farewel Care, then farewel Woe, 
I will no longer pine; 

But I'll believe I have her Heart, . 

As well as the hath mine. 


(CONROY WO CPN Y 
Bacchus umd Doctor. The Words hy 


Jonnson. 
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Soldiers * ſor Pay and Praiſe, 
And Money be Miſers with ; 

cholars ſtudy all their Days, 
Gluttons glory in their Diſh : 

Tir Wine, pure Wine, revives ſad Souls, 
refore give us chearing Bowl. 


inions marſhal in their Hair, 

{in a Lover's lock delight; 

rificial Colours wear, * 
have the Native Red and White. 

i: Wine, &c. 


eeaſant, Pout, and Culver Salmon, 
how to pleaſe your Palates think: 

s ſalt Weſtphalia-Gammon, 

Meat to eat, but Meat to drink. 

i: Wine, &c. 


es the backward Spirits brave, 

t lively, that before was dull; 

grow good Fellows that are grave, 
kindneſs lows from Cups brim full, 
Hine, &c. N 


ave the Pryſick, ſome the Rhume, 
bave the Palſie, ſome the Gour ; 

weil with Fat, and ſome conſume, 

bey are ſound that drink all out. 

i Wine, &c. 


en want Youth, and ſome want Health, 
want a Wife, and ſome a Punk; | 
en want Wit, and ſome want Wealth, 

e wants nothing that is drunk. 

Vine, pure Wine, revives ſad Souls, 

fore give us chearing Bowls. | 


V. . Jex N 
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JENNY making Hay, ell 


OOR Jenny and I we toiled, Mica 
In a long Summer's Day; if f 
Till we were almoſt foiled, 5041 


With making of the Hay: 

Her Kerchief was of Holland clear, 
Bound low upon her Brow; 

Iſe whiſper'd ſomething in her Ear, 
But what's that to 1 | 

4 « ; 


Stockings were of Kerſey green, 
ell ſtitcht with yellow Silk; 

ike a Leg was never ſeen, 

Skin as white as Milk: 

Hair as black as any Crow, 

xd ſweet her Mouth was too; 
enn) daintily can mow, 
A 


fetticoats were not ſo low, 
Ladies they do wear them ; 
zeded not a Page I trow, 

vas by to bear them: 

ok them up all in my Hand, 
think her Linnen too; 

| =_Y me for to make a ſtand; 
 &c. 5 


mon had Wives enough, 
Concubines a Number; 

e poſſeſs more 2. — 

he had more of Cumber ; 

s ſurmount a wedded Life, 

h fear ſhe lets me mow her; 

— is better than a Wife, 

&c. 


ily and the Roſe combine, 

take my Jenny far; 

i no Contentment ſike as mine; 
moſt void of Care: 

| fear my Jenny's Face, 

il cauſe more Men to woe; 

if ſhe ſhould, as I do fear, 

wat is that to you? 


* 22 
l 
2528 
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The Knotting Soxo, The Words by Sir Ce. 


SIDNEY. 
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us not my Pbilis how the Birds, 
Their feather'd Mates ſalute: 
tell their Paſſion in their VVords, 
iſt I alone, muſt I alone be mute: 

; pithout a frown or ſmile, 


od of Love in thy bright Eyes, 
like a Tyrant Reign; 

thy Heart a Child he lies, 
ſthout a Dart or Flame. 

Kc. 


ay Months in ſilence paſt, 

yet in raging Love; 

well deſerve one word at laſt, 
Paſſion ſhould approve. 


J 


your faithful Swain expire, 
not one look obtain; 

b to ſooth his fond deſire, 
A explain. 

ke. 


luotted, & knotted, & knotted, and knatted all tht while, 
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i 


The FEN Kinc in a foaming Paſſion ſa WW-;] 
loſs of bis Potent Army in the Nx Tf 
which were Routed by bis Grace the Di 
Ma.zoroucn, 


- VP arr — — — 1 


D Lews le Grand, 

He raves like a Fury, 
| calls for Mercury ; 

\ he, if I can, 

finiſh my Days; 

by ſhould I live ? 

the Fates will not give 
: affable ſmile: 
Marlborough Conquers, 
t Marlborough Conquers, 
uin d the while. 


Flower of France, 

id Troops of my Palace 
ich march'd from Yerſale: 
row'd to Advance, 

th Conquering Sword, 

, hack d and hew'd, 
may conclude, 8 
bey re moſt of them Slain: 
what will become of, 
that will become of 
Gtand-Son in Spain. 


ortify'd Throne, 

opt up by Oppreſſion, 
uſt yield at Diſcretion, 
needs muſt I own, 
Clory decays ; 


H 4 
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Dold 
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Bold — comes 
With ratling Drums, 
And thundering Shot, 
He drives all before him, 
He drives all before him, 
Oh! Where am I got? 


He puſhes for Crowns, 
And ſlays my Commanders, 
And Forces in Flanders; 
Great Capital Towns, 
For CHARLES has declar'd : 
Theſe things like a Dart, 
Has pierced my Heart, 
And threatens my Death ; 
Here do I lye ſighing, 
Here do I lye ſighing, 
And Panting for Breath. 


This paſſionate Grief, 
Draws on my Diſeaſes, 
Which fatally ceaſes 

My _ in chief, 

A fit of the Gout, 

The Gravel and Stone, 

I have 'tis well known, 
At this horrid News, 
Of Marlborough's Triumph, 
Of Marlborough's Triumph, 

All Battles I lofe. 


Wherever he comes, 
He is bold and Victorious, 
Succeſsful and glorious, 
K Royal Thumbs 
ith anguiſh I bite: 
To hear his Succeſs ; 
Yet nevertheleſs, 
My paſſion's in vain : 
J pity my Darling, 
I pry my Darling, 


dung Philip in Spain. 


ut of my Wits, . 

er L had any; 

Foes they are many, 
plagues me by fits, 
lenders and Spain: 

k at my Heart, 

ink we muſt part, 

th what we enjoy'd, 
;, Caſtles, are taken, 
Caſtles, are taken, 
Troops are deſtroy d. 


declare, 

weak Condition, 

call my Phyſician, 

et him pre 

e comfort with ſpeed, 
ut all delay, 

me I pray, 

hear my Complaint, 
m of the Bottle, 

am of the Bottle, 

elſe I ſhall faint. 


this dreadful Seaſon, 
ink it but Reaſon, 

ud lay my Death, 

the daring Foes, 

e Fire and Smoak, 

ertainly broke, 

e Heart in my Breaſt: 

bring me a Cordial, 
ting me a Cordial, 
lay me to Reſt. - 
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A So N c. Set by Captain Paci 
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> 

5 

* 

A 

WW 9s you be a Man in Faſhion ? T4 
Would you lead a Life Divine: 


Take alittle Dram of Paſſion, (a little dram of! 
In a luſty Doſe of Wine 1 
If the Nymph has no Compaſſion, 0 0 

Vain it is to ſigh and groan : 
Love was but pur in for Faſhion, — 
Wine will do the Work alone, 
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A SONG. 
Set by Mr. Tho. FARMER: | 


——  _  — — — — - 


Tho. 
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T Hough the Pride of my Paſſion fair Sylvia 
And frowns at the Love I impart ; 


Though kindly her Eyes twiſt amorous Rays, 
To tye a more fortunate Heart : 


Yet her Charms are ſo great, I'll be bold in my Pa 


His Heart is too tender, 
Too tender, that's ſtruck with Diſdain. 


Still my Heart is ſo juſt to my Paſſionate Eyes, 
It diſſolves with Delight while I gaze: 

And he that loves on, though Sylvia denies, 
His Love but his Duty obeys : 


I no more can refrain her negle&s to purſue, 
Than the force, the force 
Of her Beauty can ceaſe to ſubdue. 
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EN firſt I fair Celinda knew, 
Her Kindneſs then was great : 
yes I cou'd with Pleaſure view, 
friendly Rays did meet: 
Delights we paſt the rime, 
t could Diverſion move ; 

would kindly hear me Rhime 
n ſome others Love: 
would kindly hear me Rhime, 
ſeme others Love. 


A at laſt I grew too bold, 
| by my growing Flame; 

when my Paſſion I had told, 
hated evin my Name: = 
that cou'd her Friendſhip boaſt, 

did her Love purſue; 

aught Contentment at the coſt, 

Love and Friendſhip too. | 


—— —— —  — ſ ww — — 
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A SONG, 


Set by Mr. FisHBunNg. 


„„ ED La 7 
Eggs 


IT 17 


LN G had Damon been admir'd 


By the Beauties of the Plain; 
Ev'ry Breaſt warm Love inſpir'd, 
For the proper handſome Swain : 
The choiceſt Nymph Sicilia bred, 
Was won by his reſiſtleſs Charms: 
Soft Looks, and Verſe as ſmooth, had led 
And left the Captive in his Arms, 
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Damon's Soul aſpires, 

z Goddeſs of his Race; 

oh he ſues with chaſter Fires, 

5 his Glories does deface: 

ita] News no ſooner blown 
Whiſpers up the Cheſnut Row ; 
God Sylvanus with a Frown, 

ts all the Lawrels on his Brow. 


$ be wiſe, and check deſire 

's ſoaring, when you'll woe: 

; may in Love require 

Hes and Laura too: 

Shepherds too ambitious are, 
Court Ares on a Throne; 

to the ſnooting of a Star, 

ey fall, and thus their ſhining's gone, 


4 SONG. 
Set by Mr, FISIU RN. 
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Retty Floremel, no Tongue can eyer tell, 
The Charms that in thee dwell ; 

Thoſe Soul-melting Pleaſures, 
Shou'd the mighty Jeve once view, he'd be in 
And plunder all above, 

To rain down his Treafure : 
Ah! ſaid the Nymph in the Shepherd's Arms, 
Had you half ſo much Love as you ſay I have 
There's not à Soul, created for Man and Loy: 
More true than Florame! wou'd prove, 


I'd o'er the World with thee rove. 6. | 
— 
Love that's truly free, had never. Jealouſie, — 
But artful Love may be | = 
Both doubtful and wooing ; — 

Ah! dear Shepherdeſs, ne'er doubt, for you may 
My Heart will prove no leſs, ady 
Than ever endleſs loving: pend 


Then cries the Nymph, like the Sun thou ſhalt Would 
And I, like kind Earth, will produce all to thee;Monge 
Of ev'ry Flower in Love's Garden I'll Off ring eo, a! 
To my Saint. Nay then pray des t 
Take not thoſe dear Eyes away. ala 
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oN. Set by by. Mr. RonerT Kino. 


bady Woods and purling Streams, 
Ipend my Life in 1. Dreams; 
ould not for the World be thought 
ge my falſe delightful Thought: 
o, alaſs ! can happy be, 

des the Truth of all things ſee ? 

, alaſs ! can happy be, 

the Truth of all things ſee. 


We 
Wee; 


> 
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A So Nx. Sett by Mr, Hexxy Pure: 
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* Chloris all ſoft Charms agree, n 
Enchanting Humour, pow'rful Wit; 
Beauty from Affectation free, 

And for Eternal Empire fit: | 
Where-ec'er ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes, 
The Women Envy, Men adore; 
Tho' did ſhe leſs the Triumph Prize, 

She wou'd deſerye the Conqueſt more. 
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nity ſo much prevails, 

begs what elſe none can deny her; 

ch inviting treach'rous Smiles 

« hopes Which ev'n prevent deſire : 

;at every trifling Heart, 

ws warm With ev'ry glimm'ring Flame; 
mmon Prey ſo deads her Dart, 

ce can Wound a noble Game. 


ye Ages at her Feet, 

her careleſs of my Pain ; 

render Vows her Rigour meet, 

ar, love on, and not complain : 
ſon from all change ſecur'd, 

urs may riſe, no Frown controuls ; 
Torment can endure, 

boping with a crowd of Fools, 


e eee 


do v. Set by Mr. Tho, FaRurR. 
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WH EN buſie Fame o'er all the Plain, 
Velinda's Praiſes rung; 

And on their Oaten Pipes each Swain 
Her matchleſs Beauty ſung : 

The Envious Nymphs were forc'd to yield 
She had the ſweeteſt Face; 

No emulous diſputes were held, 

But for the ſecond place. 


Yaung Coridon, whoſe ſtubborn Heart 
No Beauty e'er could move; * 

But ſmil'd at Ci s Bow and Dart, 
And brav'd the God of Love: 

Would view this Nymph, and pleas'd at firſt 
Such ſilent Charms to ſee ; 

With Wonder gaz'd, then ſigh'd, and curs'd 
His Curioſity. 


| 


—— — — 
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Hy am I the only Creature, 
Muſt a ruin'd Love purſue ; 
[Paſſions yield to Nature, 
ne there's nothing can ſubdue: 
the Glory of Poſſeſſing, 
darch wiſhes gave me eaſe, 
and more the mighty Bleſſings 
my raging Pains encreaſe. 


Nor 
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Nor could Jealouſie relieve me, 
Tho! it ever waited near; 

Cloath'd in gawdy Pow'r to grieve me, 
Still the Monſter would appear : 

T hat, nor Time, nor Abſence neither, 
Nor Deſpair removes my Pain ; 

I endure them all together, 
Yet my Torments ſtill remain. 


* 


Had alone her matchleſs beauty, 
Set my amorous Heart on Fire, 
Age at laſt would do its Duty, 
Fuel ceaſing, Flames expire. 
But her Mind immortal grows, 
Makes my Love immortal too; 
Nature ne'er created Faces, f 
Can the Charms of Souls undoe. 


And to make my Loſs the greater, 
She laments it as her own; 
Could ſhe ſcorn me, I might hate her, 
But alas! ſhe ſhews me none: 
Then ſince Fortune is my Ruin, 
In Retirement I'll Complain; 
And in rage for my undoing, 
Ne'er come in its Power again. 


Pleaſant and Divertive, 
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n/a, who did love Diſdain, 

er whom had languiſh'd many a Swain: 
ig her bleating Flocks to drink, 

Py d upon a River's brink 

th, whoſe Eyes did well declare, 

auch he loy'd, but loy'd not her. 
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At firſt ſhe laugh'd, but gaz'd a while, 
Which ſoon it lefſen'd to a ſmilz ; 
Thence to Surprize and Wonder came, 
Her Breaſt ro heave, her Heart to flame: 
Then cry'd ſhe out, Ah! now I proye 
Thou art a God moſt mighty Fove. 


She would have ſpoke, but ſhame deny'd, 
And bid her firſt conſult her Pride; 
But ſoon ſhe found that aid was gone, 
For Jove, alaſs! had left her none: 

Ah! now ſhe burns! but tis too late, 
For in his Eyes ſhe reads her Fate. 


See 
4 SONG. 
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IR C2lia too fondly contemns thoſe 33 — 
Mere with gentle Nature hath ſofren'd the ights; 

te ſo kind to preſent us with Pow'r, | 

wlt is our own to negle& the good Hour: 
we thee this Beauty, ordain'd thou ſhould'ſtbe, 
u to thy Slaves, as the Gods were to thee. 


Celia no longer reſerve the vain Pride, 
ronging thy ſelf, to ſee others deny d; 

ie be a Pleaſure, alaſs! you will find, 

th are not happy, when both are-moſt kind : 
omen, like Prieſts, do in others reprove, 

all that ching Luſt, which in them is but Love. 


they thro their Madneſs and 5 create, 
or filly Slaves ſtill impute to our Fate; 

ſuch Diſtempers where Love is the Grief, 
lia, not Heaven, muſt give us Relief: | 
way with thoſe Titles of Honour and Cauſe, 
 ficlt made us fin, by giving us Laws. 
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A SONG. 
Set by Mr, W1ittianm Tourxes, 


— 


. id, but never loy'd before 
law that charming Face; 


5 every Feature I , 
doat on ev'ry Grace: 
deer ſhall know that kind deſire, 
ich her cold Looks denies; © 


5 my Heart that's all on Fire, 
ould ſparkde through my Eyes: 
if no gentle Glance return, 
lent Leave to ſpeak; 
art which would for ever burg, 
! muſt ſigh and break. 
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wy nuns would toy 
From a Jefoatring 
When her Eyes have Conqu 
** — pt mould A 25 
Shall a Slave, w 
Be forbidden to com - 
Let her ſcorn me, Jet her Fly me, 
Let her Looks, her Love deny me: 
Ne'er ſhall my Heart yore! to, Deſpair, 
Or my Tongue ceaſe to tell my 


2 Tongue ceaſe to tell 2 
1 — _ 


love, and much 
H the only way 
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x6, Set by Ar. Pelham Humphreys. 
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ife I do hate, N 
For either ſhe's Falſe, or ſhe's Jealous ; 
t give me a Mate, 
ating will ask us, or tell us: . 
ſtands at no Terms, 
Chaffers by way of Indenture : 
t loves for the Farms, 
the kind Man at a Venture. 


f all prove not right, 
ut A. AQ, Procet or Warning, 
from Wife for a Night, 
may be divorc'd the next Morning, 
here Parents are Slaves, 
Brats can't be any other; 
Great Wits and great Braves 
aways a Punk to their Mother. 


> 
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A SONG. 
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LL me ye Neillan Swiins, 
Why ig Mourning's o'er your hi; 
4 our — elody ? 
ue all your 
your Shepherdeſſes ſad ? 
What can the mighty meaning be? 
. Syluis the Glory of our Plains, 
s the Love of all our Swains; 


Thar bleſt us with her Smiles: 

ev'ry Shepherd had a Heart, 

ery Shepherdeſs a Part; 

Slights our Gods, and leaves our Ile, 
Slights our Gods, and leaves our Iſle. 


— 
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HEN gay Philanden left the Plain, 
The Love, the Life of ev'ry Swain; 

pipe the mournful Strepbon took, 5 

ome ſad Bank and murm'ring Brook : 
in liſt ning Flocks forſook their Food, 

Melancholy by him ſtood; 

he cold Ground himſelf de laid, 

| thus the Mournful Shepherd play d 


el to all that's bright and gay, 
nore glad Nighr and chearin 
more the Sun will gild our Plain, 
| the loſt Youth return again: 
n every penſive Heart that now, 
\ Mournful Willow ſhades his Brow; 


5 


| crown'd with chearful Garlands ſing, . 
{all thall ſeem ternal Spring. 


mighty Pam, if you did know, 

od of _ — below A Plain; 
np ouths that grac'd your Plain; . 
ry ſo beautiful a Swain: 2 

boſe ſweet Air and charming Voice, 
liſt ning Swains did all Rejoyce; 

N only, O ye Gods! reſtore © | 
Nymphs, and Shepherds ask no more-. 
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4 SONG. 


Set by Mr. Tho. KING SIL EI. 
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WW Happy's the Mortal whoſe Heart is his ownz. 
And for his own Quiet's beholden to none, 
(Zccho. Beholden to none, to none;) 
to Love's Enchantments ne'er lendeth an Ear, 
1a Frown or a Smile can equally bear, 
( E:cho. Can equally bear, can bear, Y 
0 ev'ry frail Beauty till fixes an Eye, 
rom thoſe fly Felons doch prudeatly fly, 
Echo, Doth prudently, prudently fly, doth fly 3) 
de Heart that ſtill wanders is pounded at laſt, 
Us hard to relieve it when once it is faſt, _ 
(Echo. When once it is faſt, is falt;. 


By 


< | 
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By ſporting with Dangers ſtill longer and longe: 
N 4 — and Chains of the Captive — 
He drills on his Evil, then curſes his Fate, 
And bewails thoſe Misfortunes himſelf did cre 
Like an empty Camelion he lives on the Air, 

And all the Day lingers twixt Hope and Deſpair 
Like a Fly in the Candle he ſports and he Gamez 


Till a Victim in Folly, he dies in the Flames 


If Love, ſo much talk'd of, a Hereſie be, 
Of all it enſlaves few true Converts we ſee; 
If hectoring and — would once do the Feat, 
There's few that would fail of a Vi&'ry Comple 
But with Gain to come off, and the. Tyrant ſub 
Is an Art that ts hitherto practis'd by few; 
How eaſie is Freedom once had to maintain, 
Bur Liberty loſt is as hard to regain. 


This driv*ling and ſniv'ling, and chiming in P; 
J his wining and pining, and breaking of Hear 
Al penſive and ſilent in Corners to fir, 

Are pretty fine Paſtimes for thoſe that want Wit 
When this Paſſion and Faſhion doth fo far abuſe 
Fr were good the State ſhould for Pendulums uſe 
For if Reaſon it ſeize on, and make it give oer 
No Labour can ſave, or reliev't any more, 
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, / Son. Set by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


Thouſand ſeveral ways I try'd, 
To hide my Paſſion from your view; 
ſcious that I ſhould be deny d, 
ſtcauſe I cannot Merit you: 
lence, the laſt and worft of all, 
Did ſo encreaſe my. wretched Pain, 
tIreturn'd, rather to fall 


by the ſwift Fate, by the ſwift Fate of your 3 


182 Pure to Purge Felanchoh, 


O the Grove, gentle Love, let us be going, 


Wherethe kin Spring and Wind all Day are: 
He with ſoft ſighing Blaſts ſtrives to o'er-rake her, Nl 
She would not tho' ſhe flies, have him forſake he Th 


Bur in circling Rings returning, 
And in — Whiſpers Mourning; 
Fhe ſwells and pants, as if ſhe'd. ſay, 
Fain I would, but dare not ſtay. 


i a 


P:tts t Purge Melancholy. 


A SONG. 
Set by Ar. Fina vA. 


LL me no more of Flames in Love, 
That common dull pretence,, ' 
ia Romances uſe to move 

f Hearts of little Senſd?} | * 
btrep hon, bm not ſuch a'Slave, 

bves baniſh Power to own; _ 

e Intereſt and Convenience have 
long uſurp'd his Throne. 


x84 


No 
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No burning Hope or cold Deſpair, 
Dull Groves or purling Streams, 
Sighing and talking to the Air =_ 
n Love's fantaſtick Dreams, . 
Can move my Pity or my Hate, 
But Satyriſt III prove, 
And all ridiculous create 


T hat ſhall prerend to Love. tal 
- * 
Love was a Monarch once, tis true, ä Bac, 
And God-like rul'd alone, t 01 
And tho” his Subjects were bur few, | itt 
Their Hearts were all his own; be fl 
But ſince the Slaves revolted are, et 
And turn'd into a State, mis 


Their Int'reſt is their only Care, 
And Love grows out of Date. 


ASSsessssassasseszesseeteg e 


4 SONG. = 
Set by Ar. Fs nv u N. t yo 
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kalth breeds Care, Love, Hope and Fear; 
What does Long our Buſineſs hear ? 
Bacchis _ oes appear, d 

ht on — fear no ſinking, 

it briskſy to the Brim, 

te flying Top-ſails ſwim, 

e the great Diſcovery to him 

this new World of Drinking. 


(abals that States refine, 

their Debates with Wine; 

xd the God o'th' Wine; 

q—_; oy ge £6 Commander. 

mall-beer ſubdue, 

Fi — valiant Wine does woe; 
rte had the honour to 

n ik with Alexander. 


tb your Arms, and now Advance 

uch to the Engliſh King of France; 

the next a box - x 

thus and r. 

n State T 1 he Wall, © 

your Place by your right-hand Man, 
nm! now March! Dub a dub, ran dan, 

Whig that will not follow. 


I 
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4 S Set by My. Fiſhbum. 


. Tell 
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H O' Fortune and Love may be Deities ſti, 
To thoſe they Oblige by their Pow'r; 
For my Part, they ever have us d me ſo ill, 
They cannot expect TIl adore: 


* 
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ra Temple to Friendſhip I'll raiſe, 
icate there all the reſt of my Days, 

the Goddels accepted my Vows, 
Goddeſs accepted my Vows. 


perfecteſt Image of all things Divine, 
t Center of endleſs Deſires, 
Glory be yours, and the Services mine, 
[ light at your Altars the Fires. 
Heart has Devotion fo pure, | 
for your Service all Torments endure, 
t you but have all things you wiſh, 
you, &c. 


the Goddeſs of Fools to deſpiſe, 
I'm too much in her Power 
me go Where tis in vain to be wiſe, 
ence of her I adore : 
then undoes me before I get back, 
rich reſigament receive the Attack, 
iſh away in Deſpair, | 
wwſh, &C, w wr — * a 4 
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E himſelf courts his own Ruin, 
That with too great Paſſion ſues em: 
When Men Whine too much in VVooing, 
VVomen will like Coquets uſe em: 
Some by this way of addreſſing 
Have the Sex ſo far tranſported, 
That they II fool away the ble fling ' 
For the Pride of being Courted. 


Jilt and ſmile when we adore em, 
VVhile ſome Blockhead buys the Fayour ; 
Preſents have more Power o'er 'em 
Than all our ſoft Love and Labour, - 
Thus, like Zealots, with ſcrew'd Faces, 
VVe our fooling make the greater, 
VVhile we cant long winded Graces 
Others they fall to the Creature, 


N 
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Son. Set by My, DANA l. 


Lo 
* 
* 


Art; 
gly arm, 


reaſe to 
is all this 


you ſhould ſtron 
a top, too willing 


e Jovely Step, 
ſeleſs, 242125 
leſs 


lake 


To PII IS to Fuge Malauchoh. 
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C m ra g de La I es, 
For fear the edle C ſhould 2 
Take from the value of the Prize. 


But oh! th' unruly Paſſion grew - 
Fo faſt, it could not be conceal'd, 
And ſoon, alas! I found to you 

F muſt without Conditions yield, 
Tho' you have thus ſurpriz'd my Heart, 
Yet uſe it kindly, for you know, 
It's not a gallant Victor's part 

To ipſult o'er a yanquiſh'd Foe. 


rr 


480 NG 
Set by My. DAN AEN 


e 
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happy Youths, whoſe Hearts are free 
om Love's Imperial Chain, 

th be warn'd and taught by me, 

cht by me to avoid inchanting Pain, 

the V Volves to trembling Flocks, 

VVinds to Bloſſoms prove: 

leſs Seamen, hidden Rocks; 
uman quiet Love. 


Fair-Sex, if Bliſs you prize, 
Snake 's beneath the Flow'r: 
er gaz'd on Beauties Eyes, 
taſted Quiet more ? 
nd with reſtleſs Jealouſie, 
Cruel 611 with Care; | 
baſer Falſhood thoſe betray, 


* 
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A So. Set by Dr. S TAO 
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HEN firſt Amma charm'd my Heat, <a 
The heedleſs Sheep began to ſtray ; 
The Wolves ſoon ſtole the greateſt part, 
And all will now be made a Prey: 
Ah! let not Love your Thoughts poſleſs, 0 * 
*Tis fatal to a Shepherdeſs; | 
The dangerous Paſſion you muſt ſhun, 
Or elſe like me, be quite undene. 
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A SONG. 
St by Mr. RICHAADPCRO OSE. 


ES 


HH —H HF 


happy and free is the reſolute Swain, 
ut denies to ſubmit to the Yoak of the Fair; 
m Exceſſes of Pleaſure and Pain, 5 

der dazl'd with Hope, nor depreſt with Deſpair: 
r from Diſturbance, and calmly enjoys 
Meaſures of Love, without Clamour and Noiſe.” 


epherds in vain their Affections reveal, 
\ymph that ĩs peeviſh, proud ſullen and coy; 
© Virgins their Paſſions conceal, | 
ey boil in their Grief, till themſelves they de- 
the poor Darling lies under a Cuile : (ſtroy, 
eck d in the Womb, or o'erlaid by the Nurſe, * 


L V. | K 4 


eart, 
Y3 
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4 SONG. | 


Fung by Mrs. Croſs in the Mock-Aſtrologe 


by Ar. RAMOND ON, 
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u ſo pale and wan fond Lover? I» 
Prithee, prithee, Prithee why ſo pale? 
, when on well can't move her, | 
ing Ill, looking ill prevail? 
ſo dull and mute young Sinner? 
nthee, prithee why ſo mute; 
when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
jing nothing, nothing dot? 
quit for ſhame, this will not move, 
canpee, cannot, cannot, cannot take her; 
der ſelf ſhe will not love, s | 
thing can, nothing can make her, | 
Devil, the Devil, the Devil, the Devil take her. 


Thi 
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4 S oN 6 occafioned by a Lady's wearing al 
a becoming place on ber Face, Set hy 
John Weldon. Zo 


— x — 
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AT little Patch your _ 

Wou'd ſeem a Foil-on one leſs Fair 

deem a Foil, wou'd ſeem a Fey 

-_ ſcem a Foil on one leſs Fair: 

Lit hides a charming Grace, 

K you in Pity, you in Pity, 

in Pity plac'd it there; 

Jou it hides a Charming Grace, 4 
you in Pity, you unn 

Piy plac'd it t 

in Pity, Pi, 

n in Pity p "04 it there, 


K 3 4 
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A SONG. 
Set and dmg by Mr. LteverninGs A 


Trrartk, 


— 
— — . 
75 ' | — — 
— 4 — 
— 
1 — a 
— 
— 
a 5 * — 
98 
y 7 . 4 4 
| |, ann 7h! ons I rr 
E - * * 8 "I 


beware when purſues you, 
Tis but to boaſt a ueſt — et 
ks Deſigns are aim'd to undo you, 
off the Love he has begun: | 
be's Addrefling, and prays for the Bleffing. 


ich none but his Ira can give alone; 
beware, tis all to undo you, 
hehe " whil he » decatring, 
's believing, e he is I 
many y, will be undone ; 
are when Strepben purſues you, 
i but to boaſt a Conqueſt won. 


EF 


— 


4. 
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A SONG. 
Set by Mr. RaMonDon, Sung at the The; 
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OW charming Phil is, how Fair, 
How charming Phila is, how Fair, 
that ſhe were as willing, 
ak my wounded Heart of Care, 
make her Eyes leſs killing ; 
ak my wounded Heart of Care, 
ti make her Eyes leſs killing; 
ak my wounded Heart of Care, 
make her Eyes leſs — 10 
ſe my wounded Heart of Care; 
make her Eyes leſs killing. 


i, I Sigh, I Languiſh now, 
il Love will not let me reſt ; 
re about the Park and Bow, 
here-e'er I meet my Deareft. 


235 IHILELLLESHELAL 
A SONG. 


Set by Mr. AN Thony YounGd,.. 
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EASE whining Dame to Complain,. 


Of thy Unhappy Fate; 
That $ylvia ſhould thy Love diſdain, 
Which laſting was and great. 


For Love ſo conſtant flames ſo bright, 
More unſucceſsful prove ; 

Than cold negle& and ſudden ſlight, 
To gain the Nymph you love. 


Then only you'll obtain the Prize,. 
When you her . uſe ; 

F you purſue the Fair, the flies, 
But if you fly, purſues. 


Had Phrhu not purſu'd fo faſt 
I be ſeeming cruel ſhe ; 
The god a Virgin had embrac'd, 
not a lifeleſs Tice, 


2 
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Lague us not with idle Stories, 
Whining Loves, whining Loves, whining 
And Senceleſs Glories. 
What are Loyers? what are Kings? 
What, at beſt, but ſlaviſh Things? 
What are Lovers? what are Kings? 


What, at beſt, but ſlaviſh Things? T 4 
What, at beſt, but ſlaviſh Things? Tho 
nf 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me, n 
Love nor Beauty durſt invade me, » fo 
No rebellious Slaves betray'd me, rn 1 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me, 
Each by turns as Sence inſpir'd me, ns 1] 
Bacchns, Ceres, Venus fir'd me, | — cu « 


I alone have learnt true Pleaſure, | in C 
Freedom, Freedom, Freedom is thecn'y, only TW: ic: 


&, 


Tr 
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UN O in the Prize. 
Set by Ar. Joux WeLDon 


T Ambition fire thy Mind, ; 
Theu wert born o'er Men to Reign; 
v follow Flocks deſign'd, 

n thy Crook, and leave the Plain: 

2 follow Flocks deſign'd, . 

an thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


5 I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 

cu on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread, 
a Circles, Joys ſhall meet, 

uch way ere thy Fancy leads. 


N 
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The and Character in the 
ſtead-Heath. Set and Sung 


— 


An empty Scull, 
amot ; 
A Hat ne'er made 
To fit his Head, 
than that to Plot. 
A Hand that's White, 
A Ring that's right, 


A Whig that's full, 
Of 
of B 


A gracious Smile, 
And Grounds and Oyl, 
r well together. 


A ſmatch of French, 

And none of Sence, 
quering Airs and Graces ;. 
A Tune that Thrills, 

A Lear that Kills, 

lights and borrow'd Phraſes. 
A Chariot Gilt, 

To wait on Jilt, 

ward Pace and Carriage; 
Foreign Tower, 
Domeſtick Whore, 
cenary Marriage, 


A Limber Ham, 

G—- D— ye M'am; 

xk-Face, tho' a Tann'd one; 

_ A Peaceful Sword, 

Not one wiſe Word, 

end Prate at Random. 

Duns. Baſtards, Claps, 

And Am'rous Scraps. 

4 and Amadis;. | 

Toſs up a Beau, 

| That Grand Ragou, 
dge-Podge for the Ladies. 
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4 I on G in the Innocent Miftrefs. Set by 
John Eccles, Sing by Mrs. Hodgſon. 


— . * 
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N Tanguiſh'd and wiſh'd you wou d ſomething 
You bad me to give it a Name; beſtow, 

by Heav'n I know it as little as you, 

V my Ignorance paſſes for Shame: 

uke for Devotion each paſſionate Glance, 
think the dull Fool is ſincere ; 

ever believe that I ſpake in Romance, 

purpoſe to tickle, on purpoſe, on purpoſe, 
purpoſe to tickle your Ear : 

aſe me than more, think ſtill I am true, 
hug each Apocryphal Text; 

| er a Thouſand falſe Doctrines on you, 
Il fill have enough, I ſhall ſtill have enough, 
till have enough for the next. 


Venus 
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VENUS to PARIS inthe Prize Ms 


by Mr. Joun WII pon, 
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eee 3 — 
= A a. 
e - . — 


turn thee, hicher turn thee, hither turp thee 
| (gentle Swain, 
un thee, hither turn thee, hither turn thee . 
Venn, let not Yenw, let not Vm ſue in vain; | 
es, Venus rules, Yerw rules the Gods above, 
es them, Love rules them, Love rules them, 
rules the Gods above, (and ſhe rules Love: 
5 them, Love rules them, Love rules them, 
them, Love rules them, and ſhe rules Love, 
rules them, and ſhe rules Love, 
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ul why do you diſtruſt, 
faithful and ſo kind a Heart: 
cannot prove to you unjuſt, 
nuſt it ſelf end ure the ſmart: 

, a0, no the „ Staro, 
ſooner ceaſe their Motion; 

ture reconcile . 
ut Boreas and the Ocean: 
ted Poles ſhall ſeem to move, 
I ramble from their Places; 
from fair Belinda rove, 
light her charming Graces. 
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A SONG. 
Set by 24r. William Turner. 


Loc was the Day ere alauamy kover, 
To finiſh my Hopes would his Paſſion 

He could not ſpeak, nor I cauldi not diſcovet, 
What my poor aking Heart was ſo loath toc 
»Till the ſtrength of his Paſſion his Fear had re 
Then we mufſvally talk'd, and we mutually lo 


Groves for Umbrella's'did kindly o'er-ſhade us 
From Phæbu hot rages, Who like-envy in ftr 
Had not kind Fate this Proviſion made us, 
All the Nymphs of the Air would have em 
But we ſtand below Envy tllat ill-natur'd Fate, 
And above cruel Scorn is happy Eſtate. 
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A SONG. 
Set to Muſick by Mr. John Eccles. 


A 
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Cupid roguiſhl one Day, 
Had all alone ſtole our to pays, 
ve: caught the little, little, little Knave, 
tive Love to Beauty gave: 
ofe caught the little, little, little Knave, 
pti ve Love to Beauty gave: 
ughing Dame ſoon miſs'd her Son, 
here and there, and here and there, 0 
bere and there diſtracted run; 
ted run, and here and there, 
| kere and there, and here and there diſtrafted run: 
Ell his Liberty to gain, his Liberty to gain, 
ts his Ranſom, 
1 vain, in vain, in vain 
ling, willing Priſoner ſtill hugs his Chain, 
Vows he'll ne'er be free, 
ows he'll ne'er be free, 
„ no, NO, no, no, no, no, NO, 
„ no, no, no he'll ne'er be free again, 
0, no, NO, no, no, no, no, no, 
„ no, no, no he'll ne er be free again. 


cc rede c 
Old SorpiIEICòs. 


ETERERS 
F 


m 


— — 4x 


EC 1 
j”p tb 


old Soldiers, the Song you would heur, 
ad we old Fidlers have forgot who they were; 
we remember, ſhall come to your Ear, 

: = are old Soldjers of the Queens, 

L 5 * old —_— 


Hi! 


With 
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With the 014 Drake, that was the next Man 

To Old Franciſcus, who firſt it began, 

To ſail through the Streights of Magellan, 
Like an Old Soldier, &c. | 


That put the Proud Spaniſh 4rmade to wrack, 

And Travell'd all o'er the old World, and came 

In his old Ship, laden with Gold and old Sack, 
Like an old Soldier, &c. 


With an Old Cavendiſh, that ſeconded him, 
And taught his old Sails the ſame Paſſage to Swi 
And did them therefore with Cloth of Gold Tri 

Like an old Soldier, &c. 


Like an Old Rawleigh, that twice and again 

Sailed over moſt part of the Seas, and then 

Travell'd all o'er the World with his Pen, 
Like an old Soldier, &c. 


With an Old John Norris, the General, 
That at old Gaunt, made his Fame Immortal, 
In ſpight of his Foes, with no loſs at all, 

* Like an old Soldier, &c. 7 


Like Old Breſt Fort, an invincible thing, 
When the old Queen ſent him to help the Fre 
Took from the proud Fox, to the World's wond 

Like an old Soldier, &c. 


Where an old ſtout Pyer, as goes the Story, 

Came to puſh of Pike with him in Vain-glory, 

But he was almoſt ſent to his own Pargatory, 
By this old Soldier, &c. 


With an Old Ned Norris, that kep't Offend, 
A terror to Foe, and a Refuge to Friend, 
und left it Impregnable to his laſt End, Mus © 
Like an old Soldier, &c. | 


That in the old unfortunate Voyage of all, 
March d o'er the old Bridge, and d at tt 
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en, the Miſtreſs of Portugal, TY 
ie on old Soldier, &c. 


in Old Tim Norris, by the old Queen ſent, 

ber in Ireland, Lord Preſident, 
bis Days and his Blood in her ſervice he ſpent, 
te an old Soldier, &c. 


1n 014 Harry Norris, in Battle wounded 

Knee, whoſe Leg was cut off, and he ſaid, 

ue ſpoil'd my Dancing, and dy'd in his Bed, 
ht an old Soldier, &c. 


m Ol Wilt Norris, the oldeſt of all, 
rent voluntary, without any Call, 


old Iriſh Wars, to's Fame Immortal, 
i: an old Soldier, &c. 


in Old Dick Wenman, the firſt in his Prime, 
over the Walls of old Cales did Clime, 

here was Knighted, and liv'd all his Time, 
it: an old Soldier, &c. 


0% Nando Wenman, when Breſt was o'erthrown, 
te Air, into the Seas, with Gunpowder blown, 
rely recovering, long after was known, 
an old Soldier, &C. 


n old Tom Wenman, whoſe braveſt delight, 
a good Cauſe for his Country to Fight, 
d in Ireland, a good old Knight, 

My an old Soldier, &c. 


Young Ned Wenmen, ſo valiant and bold, 
Wars of Bohemia, as with the Old, 

s for his Valour to be Enroll'd, 
b old Soldier, &Cc. 


ws of Old Soldiers, ye hear the Fame, 
er ſo many of one Houſe and Name, 
of old John Lord Viſcount of Thawe, 
ed Soldier of the Queens, 
the Queens old S * 
2 


r 2 — ?] . rr 
* 


—_— — — — — —— —— — wo 


But this you take upon my Wor 
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On he Tombs in Weſtminſter Ab 


Tow muſt ſuppoſe it to be Eaſter Holy-Days : At what 
Siſly and Dol, Kate and Peggy, Moll and Nan 
arching to Weſtminſter, with a Leaſh of Prentice, 

em; who go rowing themſelves alomg with thiir 
Arms to make more haſt, and now and then with a 
Muc kender wipe away the dripping that 15 their 
heads. At the Door they meet @ crowd of Wapping 
men, Southwark Broom-men, the Inhabitants of the Wir: 
Side, with a Butcher or two prickt in among them, 
while they ſtand gaping for the Maſter of the Shiw 
ring upon the Suburbs of their deareſt delight, juſt 
ſtand gaping upon the painted Cloth before they go i 
Puppet Play By and by they hear the Bunch of Key:, 
regoyces their Hearts like the ſound of the Panc 
For now the Man ef Comfort peeps over the Spile 
beholding ſuch a learned Auditory, opens the Gate 
radiſe, and by that time they are half get ſuto ! 
Chapel, (for time is very precious) be lifts up hi 
among the Tombs, and begins his Lurrey in man 
form following. | bing 
To the foregoing Tune; in Imitation of the Old Sid 


ERE lies Wiliam de Valence, 


A right good Earl of Pembroke ; E w. 

And this is his Monument which you ſee, Corn 
I'll ſwear upon a Book. 

He was high Marſhal of England, Lac 


When Herry the Third did Reign; 


That he'll ne er be ſo again. be li 
Here the Lord Edward Talbot lies, Lad 
The Town of Shrewshury's Earl; | 


Together with his Counteſs fair, 
hat was a moſt delicate Girl. 
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next to him there lyeth one, 
Richard Peckſball hight ; 
hom we only this do ſay, 
þ was a Hampſbire Knight. 


now to tell you more of him, 

ere lies beneath this Stone: 

Wives of his, and Daughters four, 
0all of Us unknown. 


ard Brocł hurſt there doth lie, 

xd Chamberlain to Queen Anm; 

xn Ann Was Richard the Second's Queen, 
d was King of England 


tncis Hollis, the Lady Frances, 

e fame was S«f»[k's Dutcheſs ; 
Children of Eaward the Third, 

x here in Death's cold Clutches. 


i the Third King Edward's Brother, 
| mhom our Records tell 
ling of Note, nor lay they whether, 


r be in Heaven or 


bſime was John of Eldeſtor, 

lt was no 1 ——— nk 

(rnwall's Earl, and here's one dy d, 
ile he could live no longer. 


Lady Mohun, Dutcheſs of York, 
ind Duke of York's Wife alſo ; 
Death reſolv'd to Hora the Duke, 
te lies now with Death below. 


Lady Ann 2 7, but wot ye we 
| ſh in Chile os 1 
Lady Marquiſs Muc heſt er, 
e Buried by her ſide. 


L 3 


2 = * 
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Now think your P well ſpent good Folks, 
And thee you're avs bands d 1 


3 
Within this Cup doth lie the Heart 
Of a French Embaſſador's Child. 


But how the Devil it came to paſs, 
On purpoſe, or by chance; | 


The Bowels they lie underneath, Dol. 7 u. 
The Body is in France. N 


There's Oxford's Counteſs, and there alſo 
The La y Burleigh her Mother ; 

And there her Daughter, a Counteſs too 
Lie cloſe by one another. | 


Theſe once were bonny Dames, and tho 


There were no Coaches then, Dick, Hs, 
Vet could they jog their Tailsthemſelyes, „ 
Or had them jogg'd by Men. 1 
Ralf. 0), 0 


But woe is me! thoſe high born Sinners; 
That went to pray ſo ſtoutly; 

Are now laid low, and cauſe they can't, 
Their Statues pray devoutly. i 


This is the Dutcheſs of Somerſet, 
By Name the Lady Ann; 

Her Lord Edward the Sixth Protected, 
Oh! he was a Gallant Man. 


In this fair Monument which you ſee, 
Adorn'd with ſo many Pillars ; 

Doth lie the Counteſs of Buckingham, 
And her Husband, Sir George Vilers. 


This old Sir George was Grandfather, 
And the Counteſs ſhe was Granny ; 

To the great Duke of Buckingham, 
Who often topt King Jammy. 
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ert Eatam, à Scotch Knight, 

iis Man was Sec 3 if 
ſcribl'd Compliments for two Queens, 
deen Ann, and eke Queen Mary. » 


k was the Counteſs of Lenox, 
lep'd the Lady Marget : 

James's Grandmother, and yet 
linlt Death ſhe had no Target. 


was Queen Mary, Queen of Scots 
hom Buchanan doth beſſ ; 
loſt her Head at Tottingham, 

at ever was the Matter. 


Mother of our Seventh Henry, 
is is that lyeth hard by; 

ris the Counteſs wot ye well, 
Richmond and of Derby. 


tie Seventh lieth here, 

ith his fair Queen beſide him, 
vs the Founder of this Chapel, 
* may no ill betide him. 


refore his Monument's in Braſs, 

II ſay that very much is; _ 

Duke of Richmond and Lenox, 
dere lieth with his Dutcheſs. Rog, 7 rw 


a, 


lt 


, wy  ” ws 


ich Bodies made of Wax; 
ba Globe and a Wand in either Hand, 
ud their Robes upon their Backs. 


© lies the Duke of 1 
d the Dutcheſs his Wife; Aga 
n Felton Stabb'd at Portſmouth Town, : 
ad ſo he loſt his Life. h 


4 


Two Children of King Jeme- theſe are, i ſat 
ne Death kenny Pary ahary's 1 Kit 
Sophia in the Cradle les, ee thi 
And this is the Lady Mary. þ li 
And this is Queen Elizabeth, bat f 
How the Spani ard, did infeſt her? 1610 
Here ſhe lies Buried, with Queen Mary, iter 
And now agrees with her Siſter. ſom 
To another Chapel now we come, {tl 
The People follow and chat: d hi 
This is the Lady Corringten, {th 
And the People cry, who's that? tb 
This is the Lady Frances Signey, his 1 
The Counteſs of Suffolk was ſhe ; Blac 
And this the Lord Dualey Carletam is, Fen 
And then they look up and ſee. ich 
Sir Thomas Brumley lieth here, he 
Death would him not reprieve ; Dur, 
With his four Sons, and Daughters four, 
That once were all alive. X ; B 
The next is Sir John Fullerton, : Ma 
And this is his Lady I crow; - . | chi 


And this is Sir Jobn Puckering, 


Whom none of you did know. ry 
That's the Earl of Bridgwater in the middle, th 
. 3 

ugh his Lady lie ſo near him = 

And fo we go up a Ladder. Ki 


Edward the Firſt, that Gallant Blade, Nate. 1 

Lies underneath this Stone; Fl 
And this is the Chair which he did bring, ſer 2 © 
A good while ago from Scone. ſich, * 
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ſame Chair, til now of late, Ralf. Gad 7 way 
Kings and Gueons were Crown d: there bas 

this — Stone ö 

þ lie upon the Ground. 


cr ut ſame Stone did Jacob ſleep, 

ed of a Down Pillow; 
iter that twas hither brought, 6 Prince. 
ſome good honeſt Fellow. Pt 


i the Second lieth here, 


d his firſt Queen, Queen 4m 
ithe Third lies here hard by, 
there was a Gallant Man. 


r 
— Ly - 


Blade both true and Tru 140 


3 
French Men's Blood was — wip'd of. 
tich makes it look ſo ruſty. 


his was his two handed Sword, 


he lies again, with his Queen Philip, 
duch Woman by Record, 
that's all one, for now alaſs / 


$ Blade's not ſo long as his Sword. 


Eward the Confeſlor lies 
thin this Monument fine ; 


ice, quoth one, a worſer Tomb 25S 
ut ſerve both me and mine. 


the Fifth lies there, and there 

th lie Queen Eleanor; 

ur firſt Edward ſhe was Wife, _ 
ich was more than ye knew þefore.. 


(the Third lies there Entomb' d, 
was Herb John in P 7 

© he did, but ſtill Reign d on, 
wugh his Sons were at Age. 


L 5 Hit 


Why 'tis the Earl of Exeter; 
And this his Counteſs is, to Die | 
How it perplexed her. Dol. + 
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Fifty ſix Years he Reigned King, 


- 


Eer he the Crown would lay by 3 
Only we praiſe him, 'cauſe he was 
Laſt Builder of the 4bby. 


Here Thomas: Cecil lies, who's that? 


Here Henry Cary, Lord Huntdon reſts, — = 
What a noiſe he makes with his Name? poor Fall 

Lord Chamberlam was he unto = 6 
Queen Elizabeth of great Fame, 1 

And here's one Wiliam Colcbeſter — 1 
Lies of a — ry? Mol, 

An Abbot was he of Weſtminſter, be ven 
And he that ſaith no, doth lie. 


This is the Biſhop of Durham,. 
By Death here lay'd in Fetters; 

Henry che Seventh lov'd him well, 
And ſo he wrote his Letters. 


Sir. Thomas Bacchus, what of him? 

Poor Gentleman not a Word; 
Only they Buried him here; but now. 
- Behold that Man with a Sword: 


Himphry de Bohun, who though he were 
Not born with mo i'the ſame Town ;. 
Yer I can tell he was Earl of EG; 
Of Hertford, and Northampten. 


He was High Conſtable of England. 
As Hiſtory well — 1 

Bur now pretty Maids be of good Chear, 
We're going upto the Preſſes, 


w the Preſſes open ſtand, _. 
| * ſee them all arow ; Cf 
neyer no more are ſaid of theſe 


down the Stairs come we again, 
The Man goes firſt with a Staff; 


d then the People laugh. 

;is the great Sir Francis Vere, 
Mar ſo t 9 — curry d; 

r Colonels ſupport his Tomb, 
u here his Body's Buried. 


5tatue againſtthe Wal with one Eye, 


bis affirm'd in Stories. 


ix Sons there hard by him ſtand, 
ch one was a Commander ; 

hew he could a Lady ſerve, 

well as the Hollander. 


I there doth Sir Jphn Helis reſt, 
io was the Major General; 

it John Norris, that brave blade, 
| ſo they go to Dinner all. 


tow the Shew is at an end, 
things are done and faid;. 
Citizen pays for his Wife, 

e Prentice for the Maid. 
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two or three tumble down the Stairs, 


Dick, 7 warrant : 


Major ral Norris; — two, 17 
eat the Spaniards cruelly, bag Fees? — 
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Comedy call d, ſhe wou'd and ſhe wou'd 
By Mr. JohN WBI DO. 
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8 LIA my Heart has often rang'd, 
Like Bees o'er Gaudy Flowers; 
And many Thouſand Loves have chang'd, 
Till it was fix'd, till it was fix'd on yours; 
But Celia when I ſaw thoſe Eyes, | 
Twas ſoon, *twas ſoon determin'd there; 
Stars might as well forſake. the Skie 
And Vaniſh into Air: | 
Stars might. as well forſake the Skies, 
And Vaniſh into Air. 


Now if from the great Rules I err, 
New. Beauties, new Beauties to admire; 
May I again, again turn wanderer, 
And never, never, never, never, never, no, ne 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, ne. 
Never, never, never, ſettle more: 
May I again, again turn wanderer, 
And never. never, never, never, never, no, ne 
Never, never, never, never, never, never, neye 
Neyer, never, never, ſectle more. 


= © Y 
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do x made for the Entertainment of her 
| Highneſs. Set by Mr. LEVEARAIDO BE. 
g by Ars. LIx DSI in Cal ict. 
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over all Mankind, beſides my conquering Beauty: 
anquering beauty, my conquering Reigns : 
quering Beauty Reigns ; ; 
tim I love, from him I love when I meet diſdain, 
ng damp, a killing damp comes o'er my Pride: 
r and young, I'm fair and young, 
and young in vain : 
rand young, I'm fair and young, 
and young in vain; : 
no, let him wander where he will, 
m wander, let him wander, CE 
wander, let him wander where he will, 
have Youth and Beauty, Youth and Beauty, 
and Beauty, 
have Youth and Beauty, Youth and Beauty ſtall; 
tave Beauty that can charm a Jove, - -' 
a Jove, and no fault, | 
no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no fault, no, no, no fault, 
conſtant Love: 
ny Arms then let him fly, fly, fly, 
ny Arms then let him fly; | 
llanguiſh, pine, and dye? _ | 
no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no not I. 4 


—_ 
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A S ov d in the Fair PENIT ENT. er L 
| Ecetes. Sung by Mrs HuDsox, 


: 
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AY, ah ſtay, ah turn, ah whither wou'd you fly? 
\b lay, ah turn, ah whither wou'd you-fly? 

her, whither wou'd you fly? | 

Charming, too Charming, too relentleſs Maid, 
w not to conquer, not to conquer, 

w not to conquer, but to dye: 

of the ul, of the fearful are afraid, 

w, ah turn, ah whither wou'd you fly? | 
tr, whither, whither, whither, ah whither wou'd 
EEE So (you fly? 
u, in vain I call, in vain, in vain I call, 

& ſhe like fleeting, fleeting Air; 

| preſs'd by ſome tempeituous Wind, 

wifter from the voice of my Deſpair : 


alt a pitying, pitying, pitying, pitying RE | 
ot one, no not one, not one pity ing, pitying look, 
ne pity ing, pitying, pitying look behind, jy 
Pt one, no not one, not one pitying, pity ing, pri- 
: ak Jook behind, 


one, no not one, not one pitying, pitying, pi- 
; (tying look bekind. 


: 
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A new Sonc. The Words by My. Tho 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Henry Eccles, Juni 7 
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more let Damon s Eyes purſue, 
No more let Damms Eyes purſue, 
bright enchanting Fair; . 
thouſands, thouſands, thouſands can undo, 
thouſands more, and thouſands more | 
thouſands more may ſtill deſpair, 
thouſands more may ſtill deſpair. 


her bright alluring Eyes, 
| Graces all admire ; 

the wounded Lover dies, 
'ry Breaſt, and ev'ry Heart, 
ev'ry Breaſt is ſer on Fire. 


oh poor Damon, ſee thy Fate, 
never more complain ; 

1 Thouſand Hearts will ſtake; 
il may ſigh, and all may die, 

all may ſigh and die in vain. 


OO AW WR REY 


The DAR Jor's Lamentation. 
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O my dear Joy, now what-doſt thou think 7 

Hoop by my ſthoul our Country-men ſtink, 

To treland they can neve; return, 


The Hereticks there out Houſes will burn: 
Ah hone, ab hoe, ah hone a cree. 


A Pox on 7— | for a Soni of a W —, 
He was the cauſe of our coming o'er; 
And when to Dublin we came to put on our Ce 
He told us his buſineſs was cutting of Throat, 
Ah hone, &c. 


Our Devil has left us now in the Lurch, 
A Plague light upon the Proteſt ant Co 
If s had let but the Biſhops alone, 
© then the Nation had all been our own. 
Ah hone, &c. 


And I wiſh other Meaſures had been taken, 

For now I fear we ſhan't ſave our Bacon ; 

Now Orange to London is coming down; right, 

And the Soldiers againſt him reſolve not to Fig 
Ah hone, &c. | 


What we ſhall do, the Lord himſelf knows, 
Our Army is beaten without any blows ; 
Our Mr begins to feel ſome remorſe, 
For the mp nn the better Horſe 
Ab bom, &c. | | 


Tf the French do but come, which is all our He 

We'll bundle the Hereticks all up with Ropes; 
If London ſtands to us as Briſtal has done, + 
We need not fear but Orange muſt run. 
450 bene, dec. 


But if they prove falſe, and to Orange they (cc 
By G— all the M—— ſhall bay fegen the 
Our Maſlacree freſh in their ries grown, 
The Devil tauk me, we all ſhall go down. 

A bene, a bout, à hone à Cree. . 


( 
4 


— 
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rf character of a Seat's:man, written b one of 


Crarrt : To he ug on CrrseineNi | 
e Packington's Pound, wy 


1 


5; ; 2 25 
one in whom Nature has fix d a Decree, 
ining my gran bor, fre, | 

no Cares of the World I am never perplex d, 
tever d ing, I never am vex d: 

ther of ſo high nor ſo low a degree, 

abition and Want are both ſtrangers ro meg 

is a compound of Freedom and Eaſe, 

here L will, and I work when I pleaſe; 


OL, v. M I 


Mm, 


4 


a * * 


3M aff 4 * 


r15:itonoe} 3 1 1 bn | 


II : Femals — 75 o the foregoing Tune. 


F late in the'Park & fair Fancy was en; 
| Betwixt an old Baud and a luſty young . 


ic parting of Money began the u re che 


half ſays che Baud, but pou 
Why "tis my own 


I care not a Louſe, 
three parts in four, or vou get not a . 


|, fays che Whire, muft rake all the Pal, - 
'ou hall be G #imn'{ e er y ou Fe Pay 
Baud being vex U, ftrai : to her 2 
off wi” your Dus, an ray pack aw I 
likewiſe your and $a. Gloves, Neg ns Sol 
uked you came and I out you ks ie 
Then Burtocks fo bold, | 1 Sk ad Ty 
Began for to Scold, wait: 1 
2 way nat able her Clack for to bold. * 8 


bed. luer fell to'r, ws git. made this uptour, 
dtheſe C th'art a Baud, ie as 

bs and the that liv'd, there arbund, 

all to the Caſe, both Potkey and Sound, 

te what the,reaſon'was of this ſame Fray; 

did ſo diſtutb them before it was Day; 
If 1 tell vou amiſs, e 
Let me never mo a , 


rocks Jo bold the nk x MIO 1 892 | * 


Fix with cen three Pound ſhe had got, ve 

* one part of four muſt fall to het Lt; 

Uthe Bauds * d, let us turn her out bare, 

&s ſhe will yiel to hair her half Jhare ; 

will not, we to ſtrjp off her Cloa: 
wh  flic ede No 


Na ON." th 


urn her a 
Who ou the Aid jy wk 

There was no Remedy, 

from 2 Bands to get free; 


The 
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I he do's not bis part to revenge their Am. 


T !hbere are divers pretend to an equal Concern ; 


244 PIs to Purge Melanchoh. 
The Whore from the Money was forced to yie 
And in the Concluſion the Baud got the Field. 


%%% %% %%%. 


Ely on M ounTrORT, To the ſorg 


P 


Tune, 


OOR Mowntfort is gone, and the Ladies do all 
Break their Hearts for this Beau, as uy mugs 

And they the two Brats for this Tragedy ( 

At Kenſngten Court, and the Court of Bantam: 
855 all vow and S wear, 

Soon dncquierhis young Tord, be herd 
acquitthis yo ord, 1 

Nor will t bepfeatr with him who on — 


Wich the Widow their amorous Bowels do ye 


2 her Perſwaſion their Hearts they reveal, 
if not gulity, to bring an Appeal: 


all will unite, 
„ _ The young Blade to nay 
And in Proſecution will joyn Day and Night ; 
In the mean-time full 1 Tear and a Groan 


Wherever they meet, for their departed adi. 


With the Ladies foul Murther's a horrible Sin 
Of one Handſome withour,, cho' a Coxcomb wi 
For not being a Beau, the ſad Fate of poor Crab, 
Tho' himſelf hang d for Love, was a Jelt to each! 
Then may Jering live long, 

And may Richy among 

The Fair with Jae Barkley, and Culpepper throng, 
May no Ruffin whoſe Heart as hard as a Stone i 
Kill any of thoſe for a Brother Adewi. 
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Lady henceforth can be ſafe with her Beau, 

think if this Slaughter unpuniſh'd ſhould 

ic Gallants, for whoſe Perſonsthey moſt are in 

no ſooner be envy d, bur rac aſt be Slain, 
For all 5 — fha 
None car'd for the Rape, 

whether the Virtuous their. Luſt did eſcape; 

ir Trouble of Mind, and their anguiſh alone i IS 

he too ſudden Fate of departed Adonis. 


ut every Vain Spark think that he can engage, 
Heart of a Female, like one on the Stage ; 
Flute, and his Voice; and his Dancing are rare, 
wherever they meet, they preyail with the Fair: 
But no quality Fop, 
Charms like Mr. Hop, 
d on the Stage, and in Eaſt- India Shop: 
ut each'from Miſ7 Felton, to ancient Drake Joan Us, 
ning the Death of the Player Adonis. 


Amis in ſpighs of this new Abjuration, 
ater the lawful of this great Nation: 
call d God's anointed a fooliſh old Prig, 
both a baſe and unmannerly Whigg ; 

But ſince he is 

No more ſhall be ſaid, 
kinR has laid down his Head 3 
wiſh Lady, who in mournful Tone 18, 

rity Grieye for the Death of Admit. 
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Y Damon fly, tis Death to ſtay,” 

Nor liſten to the _=_ Song; 

dear her warbling Fingers play 

at kills ia Conſort with her Tongue : 

to deſpairing Shepherds Verſe, 

mov d ſhe tunes the trembling Strings; 
dees ſome pitying Words rehearſe, | 


little means the thing ſhe Sings. 


on her lovely Looks to gaze, 
jor court your Ruin in her Eyes; 

Looks too's dangerous as her Face, 
tonce engages and Deſtroys : 

not if you'd avoid your Fate, 
then ſhe darts Reſentment home ; 


fly Damon e er too late, bs 


relſe be Deaf, be Blind, be Dumb, 


Icon fo Paris, in the Prixs Comp 
pos d by Mr. John Eccl Mn 
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EAR not Mortal, none ſhall harm thee, 
With this Sacred Rod I'll Charm thee z 
Freely gaze, and view all over, 
hou mayſt every Grace diſcover : 
Though a thouſand Darts q > thee, 
Fear not Mortal, none can Wound thee ; 
Though a thauſaud Darts fly round thee, © 
Fear not Mortal, none can Meund thee. 


An 
2 
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4 So u. Set by Mr, W. Morley. 
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n o RN to ſurprize the World, 


to ſurprize the World, and teach the G 
The ovary 9 974 of exalted State; a 


Vietorious Marlborough, Victorious — . 
Arm'd, Arm'd with new Lightning fromtrighe 4 | 
| (E 


of 8 


iv Cert Wonders like theſe no rm ge has ſe 
T he N Heroes, the * Heroes, * as 


L 


ISNT OTST DS 


4 Sox6! Set by Mr, J. Is UM. 
. f n 0 f br | 
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vain, in vain, in vain, in vain, in vain, Þ 
In vain the God I ask, 

el ne'er remove the Dart; 

till J love the pretty, pretty Boy, 

tho', altho' he wound my Heart: 

ceforth I'll be contented then, 
No more will I deſire; : : 

, no, no more, no, no, no more will I deſize;, 
light her whom I love ſo much, i 
lat but creates the Fire: 

might I expect the Fate, ü 

; well as any other; | & 
re he ne'er ſpases the Gods themſelyes, wy 
Ver does he ſpare his Mother. —_—. 
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An Amorous Soxe. To the Tune f, The bor 
| Chrift. Church Bells. 
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Sl E how fair and fine ſhe lies, 
Upon her Bridal Bed ; 
No Lady at the Court, 
So fit for the Sport, 
Ob ſhe look'd ſo curiouſly White and Red: 
After the firſt and ſecond time, 
The weary Bridegroom ſlacks his Pace; 
Dut Oh! ſhe cries, come, come my Joy, 
And cling thy Check cloſe ro my Face: 
Tinkle, tinkle, goes the Bell under the Bed, 
Whilſt Time and Touch they keep; 
Then with a Kiſs, 
| They end their Bliſs, 
And ſo fall faſt aſleep. 


" 


* . 
* 


PiIrt em. 


1 Sonc. St by . J. IS U 
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| C if my Fate's to love you, 
Corinna if my Fate's to love you, 
Where's the harm in ſaying ſo? 
Cerluna if my Fate's to love — 
Where's the harm in ſaying ſo? 


Flame pent in ſtill burns and ſcorches, 
Jill it burns a Lover's Heart: 

Love dec lar'd like lighted Torches, 
Waſtes it ſelf and gives leſs Pain; 
Love declar'd like lighted Torches, 
Maſtes it ſelf, walles it ſelf, | 
Waſtes it ſelß and gives leſs Smart. 


* 
* 


Why ſhou'd my Sighs, why ſhou'd my Sighs, 
Why ſhou'd my Sighs and Fondneſs move you? 
To encreaſe, to encreaſe your Shepherd's Woe: 


— — — 


? 
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L14's Charms are paſt 
Were ſhe kind as ſhe is Fair; 

Charms are paſt expreſſing, 
re ſhe kind as ſhe is Fair: 
ns cou'd grant no greater Bleſſing, 

Earth a Nymph more worth our Care 
ns cou'd grant no greater Bleſſing, | 
Earth a Nymph, nor Earth a Nymph more 

(worth our 


lakindneſs, Unkindneſs mars her Beauty, 

| uſeleſs makes that Heav'nly, 

t Heav'nly, that Heav'nly frame; 

Mmkindneſs mars her Beauty, 

| uſeleſs makes that Heav'nly, Heay'nly frame: 
t ſhe miſtakes and calls that Duty, 5 — 
ich ill Nature others name: N 
t ſhe miſtakes and calls that Duty, 

ch ill Nature others name, 


258 PII 1s to Purge Melanchch, 


The Hopeful Bargain : Or a Fave for a Hi: 
Coachman, giving a Comical relation, bo 
Ale-draper at the Sign of the Double. toc 
Rake in or near the new Palace- yard, 
minſter, Sold his Wife for a Shilling, ans 

1 ſhe was ſold a Second time for five Sbilli 

Tupcs; My Lord Coachman, and hi 

Husband receiv'd ber again after ſhe hai 

with other Folks three Days and Nights, 

The Tyne Lilly Bullero. | 


P11 3.3 to Purge Melaxchoh, 


IERE lives an Ale-dra 
Who uſed to Jerk the Bum of his Wife; 
he was forced to ſtand on her Guard, 
keep his Clutches from her Quoiff; 

or Soul the weaker Veſſel, , 

be reconcil'd was eaſily won; 

d her in ſcorn, 

he Crown'd him with Horn, 

ſthour Hood or Starff, and rough as * 


a Shilling ſold his Spoule, 

| ſhe was very willing to go; 

kf: the poor acko1d lot; in the Houſe, 
t he by himſelf his Horn might blow: 
ney oach he did buy her, | 

vas not this a very good Fun; 

dirty Pinner, 

lam a Sinner, 

bout = but wag „une, 


pt her one whole Night and Day: 
wneſt 7 
vas not this moſt 
bc her five Shilling, 

t her was willing, en 
itout Hood or Starff, ec. 


old to Judge, n Letter did ſend, 
1 * did moſt humbly crave ; 
prithee, Rival Priend, 
2 again I fain would have: 
you wi "Bur let me have her, 
don what ſhe e er has done 13 
dy my Maker, 
il take her, 

t Ard m Scarf,” Re. 


done? 


. 2 [ſy 


I Hoand Men care not a Fart, 
e the Coachman bought her, 


239 


near New-palace-yard, 


a6 © 
þ 


260 P: 1 1's to Rugs Mclmeboh; 


Therefore prithee now come to me, 


The Cuckold invited the Coachman to dine, 


He ſent an old Baud to interceed, 
And to perſwade her to come back; 
That he might have one of her delicate breed, 
And he would give her a ha'p'uth of Sack: 


Or elſe poor I ſhall be undone: ; 
Then do nor forgo me, 15 
But prithee come to me, 


Without. Hood or Scarff, the rough, &c. 


The Coachman then with much ado, 
Did ſuffer the Baud to take her out; 
Upon the Condition that ſhe would be true; 
And let him have now and then a Bout: 
But he took from her forty Shillings, 

And gave her a parting Glaſs at the Sun; 
And then with good buyt' ye, | 
Diſcharged his Duty, | 

And turn d her a grazing, rough as ſhe run, 


And gave him a Treat at his on Expencez. 
They drown'd all Cares in full brimmers of 

He made him as welcome as any Prince: 
There was all the Hungregation, 

Which from Cuckolds-Point was come; 
They kiſſed and fumbled, . 
They touzed and tumbled, py 

He was glad to take hey reugh as ſts ran. 

Judge does enjoy her where he liſt, | 
e values not the old Cuckold's Pouts; 
And the is as good for the Game as e'er piſt, 

Fudge on his Horns ſits drying of Clouts: 
She rants and revels when ſhe pleaſes, 

And to end as I begun, | | 
The Horned Wiſe-acre, 
Is forced to take her | 


Without Hood or Scarf, and rgb ar ſhe. un 
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a. Guinea each; the 
I 


Then pretty Laſſes venture now, 
Kind Fortune may her Smiles alow. 


Loving Hu 


usbands, 
Hundred a Tear 
haw on next Valentine's D 


8 
2 
12 
wed 
| Bu 


q1DENLOTTERY ; 
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* OUNG Ladies that live in the City, 

1 Sweet beautiful proper and Tall; 

And Country Maids who dabling wades, 

DV Here's happy good News for you all: 

” A Lottery now out of hand, | 
Ere&ed will be in the Strand ; 

Young Husbands with Treaſure, and Wealth « 
Will fairly be at your Command: (m 

Of her that ſhall light of a Fortunate Lot, 

There's Six of three Thouſand a Year to be got, 


I tell you the Price of each Ticket, 
It is but a Guinea, I'll vow; - -- ay 
Then haſten away, and make no delay, 
And fill up the Lottery now : 
If Gilian that lodges in Straw, "Ss 
Shall have the good Fortune to draw 
A Knight or a *Squire, he'fl never deny her, 
Tis fair and according to Law; 
Then come pretty Laſſes. and purchaſe a Lot, 
There's Ten of two Thouſand 4 Trar to be ger. 


The number i Seventy Thouſand; ' | 
When all'the whole Lot is compleat; 
Five Hundred of which, are Prizes moſt rich, 
Believe me for this is no Cheat: 
There's Drapers and Taylors likewiſe, 
Brave Men that you cannot deſpiſe; .... . 


l 


| Come Bridget and Jeomy, and throw in your Gui. 

| A Husband's a delicate Prize: — 
Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe a Lot, | 

There's Ten of one Thouſand s Year to be gr. r 

Suppoſe you ſhould win for your Guinea, , 


A Man of three Thouſand a Year; 

Would this not be hrave ; what more would you 
You ſoon might in Glory appear; ', WM 
Io Ylirtering Coach you may ride, 5 
With Lackeys to run by your fide; 


-- 


"4 
* * 4 
* — * 


by ſhould you ſpare it? Faith win Gold and wear 
who would not be ſuch a Bride ? (it; 

ne pretty Laſſis and purchaſe a Lor, wes 

Sixty, Five Hundreds a Year to be got. | 


Widows, and Maids above Forty, 

| not be admitted to draw; 

five Hundred and Ten, as proper young Men, 
ed, as your Eyes ever ſaw : 
corns for one Guinea of Gold, 

odge with a Woman that's Old; 
Maids are admitted, in hopes to be fitted, 

1 Husbands couragious and bold : 

me pretty Laſſes and purchaſe a Lot, 

: wealthy kind Husbands now, now 2 be gor. 


Men that are full of good Nature, 
faxen, the black, and the brown; 
vfty and ſtout, and fit to hold out, 
prime and the top of the Town: 
fer in every part, 
pleaſe a young Girl to the Heart; 
ts you, and ſqueele you, and tenderly pleafe you, 
Love has a conquering Dart: 

me pretty Laſſes and purchaſe 4 Lot, 

nr: Wealthy kind Husbands nom, now to be git. 


- 
, 
* 


J 


- 


—» be fearful - venture, 

icls bri ou Guineas away ; . . 
— r we ſhall — 4 7” I 
aw upon Valentines Day: 

ies are many and great, #1 

Man with a worthy Eſtate; | 1 
tome away Mary, Sb, Suſan, and Sarab, | 
, Nanty, and pretty facd Kate: 

is the time if you'll purchaſe 4 Let, 

Wealthy kind Hurbands they are to be got. 


ot you I know there is many, 
ll miſs of a Capital Prize: 
ertheleſs, no Sorrows expre 


dry up your watry Eyes: 
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Laſſes it is but in vain, 


In forrowful Sighs to complain; ' | \ 
Then ne'er be faint hearted, tho' Luck be A 

For all cannot reckon to gain: | 1 
Ter venture young Laſſes, your Guineas bring in, t 
The Lucky will have the good Forune to win. , 


. A 
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1 een 4 

ME Beaus, Virtuoſo's; rich Heirs and Mufcians 

way; dir Drone NN $5 AE: 45 

Diſcord and Death, to the College Phyſicians, 
: the Vig'rous whore on, and the impotent Flog; 
ly Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, A 

ery Tranſgreſſion her Lord will forgive ye, 


ggences, Pardons, and ſuch Holy Lumber, . - 

cheap there is now as our Ca s groẽw a £ 
i — old Relicks of Saints without number, | 
barely the looking upon, ſhall be ſhown : 

were you an Atheiſt, muſt needs oyercome ye, 

were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy. + 


ll ſhew ye the River, ſo Sung by the Poets, 
u the Rock from whence, Mortals were knockt 
3-30 2. (o'th' Head; 
ſhew ye the place too, as ſome will avow it, 
e once a She Pope was brought fairly to Bed: 
ich, ever ſince, to prevent Interloping, ' 
Chair her Succeſſors ſtill ſuffer Groping, 


Light tis to ſee the gay Idol accoutred, 
Mitre and Cap, and two Keys by his ſide ; 
inſide what 'twill, yet the Pomp of hisoutward, 
ns Servirs: ſervorum, no hater of Pride, 
Keys into Heav'n will as ſurely admit ye, 

its of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City. 


i ſight tis to ſee the old Man in Proceſſion, 
wah Rome in ſuch Pomp as here Cæſar did ride 
utter ing of Pardons, here Croſſing, there er 
all his ſhav'd Spiritual Train'd-bans 77 by”. 
1 (nde; 
ſeſort, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, l 
de' rend 4rcb-Biſbops, to Roſie Arch Dcacous. 
your Diverſion the mor to regale ye, 
Muſic you'll hear, and high Dancing ycu Il ſee; 


EY; | N Men 
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Bis Pires 6 Pirge Molenchoh, 
who uch ſhall out-warble Famous Fi 
ga mate ye meer Fro of Stent 
And to ſhew w re to 
kno hew oh fo all Nuns Col By! 


And when you've ſome Months at old Babylon 
And on Pardons, and Punks, all your Rhins is 
And when you have ſeen all, that there is to be { 
You'll return not ſo Rich, tho as Wiſe as you 
And'ewill bebutſmallComfortafter ſo — 
ee eee een 


4 N Man's W 1 1 


ö 
1 
| 


= . * ** yy * * , * | | 
6 8 8 * 2 o 78 
1 ; 3 * ; ©» : * » — 
Pitts to Pwygo Melanchoh. 
R * 


„ — äÆ—ä⁴nb — 


iy 


hang Man ſick and like to die, 
His laſt 1/78 being written found; 
my Sow! to God on high, 
| my Body to the Ground: 
ſome Church-men do I give, 
ſe Minds to greedy Lucre bent 
ind Ambition whilſt they live, 
this my Will and Teſtament. 


Poor folks brown Bread I give, 

| cke bare Bones, with hungry Cheeks; 
nd Travel whilſt they live 
d to feed on Roots Leeks: 

To Rich Men I beſtow, 3 

11 Looks, low Deeds, and Hearts of Flint; 
* — they ſeldom know, 

1 ls, C. 


ſtately Courtiers do I , 

w Faces in one Head to wear; 

eat Men Bribes, I think moſt fit, 
and Oppreſion through the Year : 
I give them leave to loſe, 

| Landlords for to raiſe their Rent; 
* 1 Collogue and gloſe, 

this, &c. 


To Soldiers for their Fes, 2 
five them Wound: their Bodies full; *' © 
for to beg on bended Knees, 
th Cap in Hand to every Gul : 
| will poor Scholars have, 
all their Pains and Travel ſpent ; 
s, and Taunt of every Knave, - 
this my Will and — 
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| 3 1 grant this Boon, 


Which Mercury gave them once before ; 
Altho' they earn two Pence by Noon, | 
To ſpend e'er Night two Groats and more: 
And Blackſmiths when the Work is done, 

I give to them incontinent, 
To drink two Barrels with a Bun, 
By thu my Will and Teſtament. 


To Weavers ſwift, this do I leave, 
Againſt that may beſeem them well: 

"Thar they their good Wives do deceive, 
Bring home a Yard and ſteal an Ell: 


And Taylors too muſt be ſet down, 


A Gift to give them I am bent; 
To cut four Sleeves to every Gown, 


By this, &c. | 


To Tavern haunters grant I more, 
Red Eyes, Red Noſe, and Stinking Breath; 
And Doublers foul with drops before, 
And foul Shame until their Death: 
And Gameſters that will never leave, 
Before their Subſtance be all ſpent ; 
The Wooden Dagger I bequeath, 
By this, &c. 


To common Hale: I Wil chat they, 
Shall go in poor and thread-bare Coats; 


And at moſt places where they Play, 


To carry away more Twnes than Groat? :; 


To wand'ring Player; I do 


ive, 
Before their Subſtance be a ſpent ; 


Proud Silk'n Beggars for to live, 


By this, &c. 


To Wenching Smell-ſmocks give I theſe, 
Dead looks, 2 purrs, and craſy Back; 
And now and then the foul Oiſeaſe, 
Suck as Gif gaye to Jack: 


0 Parretor I give them _— 

For all their 70/1 and Treue ſpent ; 
e Devil away ſuch Knaves to We 
y this my Will and Teſtament... 


nu that Curpurſer haunt all Fairs, 


ut neither Purſe nor Pocker ſpare, 

But what they get to bear along: 
tif ry alrer in their Trade, 

And ſo betray their bad intent ; 

ve them 7Tyburs for their * 

his, &c. 


oſerving Men I give this Gift, 

That when their Strength is once decay'd ; 
tt Maſter of ſuch Men do ſhift, 

\s Horſemen do a Toothleſs Jade: 

"| ive them leave to Pine, 

for all their Service ſo ill ſpent: - 

d with Duke Flumphry for to Dine, 

h this, &c. 


„ To Mert I Grant withal, | 

Thar they Spare, nor Poke, nor Sack; 

t with Grift, ſo c'er befal, 

They Grind a Strike, and ſteal a Peck: 

Fl that Butchers Huff their Meat, 

ind ſel] a lump of Remiſh ſcent ; 
Weather Mutton good and ſweet, 

h this, &c, | 


Fl Ale Wives puniſh their Gueſts, 

With hungry Cakes and little Canns ; ; 
| Barm their Drink with new found reſts, 

eh as is made of Piſpot Grounds :j 

l ſhe that meaneth for to Gain, 

And in her . have Money ſpent,. 

Fl ſhe Punck, 

Y this my in ond eſtament. 


'N; 


And thruſt — the thickeſt Throng,; 


rar — * ? 


8 
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To jealous Husbands I do grant, 
Lack of Pleaſure, want of Sleep ; 
That Lanthorn Horns they never want, 
Tho' ne er ſo cloſe their Wives they keep: - 
And for their Wives, I id that they, 
The cloſer up that they are pent; 
The cloſer ſtill they ſeek to Play, 
By this my Will and Teſtament. 


For Swearing Swaggerers nought is leſt, 
To give them for a parting Blow ; 
Bur leaving off of damned Oaths, 
And that of them I will beſtow : 
rem. I give them for their Pain, 
That when all Hope and Livelihood's ſpent, 
A Wallet or a Hempen Chain, 
By this, &c. 


Time and longeſt Livers do I make, 
The Superviſor of my : 
My Gold and Silver let them take, 
hat will dig for't in Malvein Hill, 


Madsen 


A New SoxG, Sung at the Playhonſe. 


. A not 
Mr. Doccer — 


the Devil's Country there lately did dwell, 
Acrew of ſuch Whores as was ne'er bred in Hell, 


Devil himſelf he knows it full well, 
glich no Body can deny, dem; 
ich no Body can deny. 


e were Six of the Gang, and all of a Bud, 

ich open'd as ſoon as got into the Blood, 

re are five wh be hang'd, when the other proves. 
Which no Body, Sec. (good, 


t ſeems they have hitherto ſav d all their Lives, - 
xethey cou d not live honeſt, there's four made Wives, 
other two wy are not Lane Þ but Sw 


hich no Body, &cc. 


Eldeft the Matron of t'other Five Iops, 
gh as Chaſt as Diana, or any o'th' N oe... 
trather than Daughter ſhall want it, ſhe * 
ich no Bey, &c, | ng 


ud Proud and Ambitious both Old MY the Young, 
neſt to come among 


not fit for ho 
— Itch in their Tail, and a in their ongue, 
ling tantara rara Whores all, py al, | 

tant ara rara Whores all. ms 
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ARRIAGE it ſeems is for Better for Wo 
VAI Scme count it. a Bleſſing and others a Curſe; 
The Cu- ds are Bleſt if the Proverb prove true, 

And then chereꝰ's no doubt but in Heav'n there's enoug 
Of honeſt rich Rogues who ne'er had got there, 
If their Wives had not ſent them thro! rrembling 8 


Some Women are Honeſt, tho' rare in a Wife, 
Yet with Scolding and Brawling they'll ſhorten 5 
You ne'er can enjoy your Bottle and Friend ; (Li 
But your Wife like an Imp, is at your Elbow's end 
Crying fie, fie you Sot, come, come, come, come, 


So theſe are Unhappy abroad, and at home, 


a 
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e find the Batchelor liveth beſt, - 

Drunk or Sober he takes his reſt ; 

never is troubl'd with Scolding or Strife, 
the beſt can be ſaid of a very good Wirt 
merrily Day and Night does _ 

dying his Miſtreſs, Portle, and Friend, 


Woman out-wits us, do what we can; 
make a Fool of ev'ry Wiſe Man; 

{ Mother Eve did the Serpent obey, 

i has taught all her Sex that damnable way. 
Cheating and Couzening all Mankind, 

ce better if Adam had ſtill been Bind. 


poor Man that Marries he thinks he does well, 
Ns Condition, for ſure he's in Hell; 

Fool is a Sotting and ſpends all he gets, 

Child is a Bawlin ing the f Wit: daily Frets: 
Marriage is pleaſant we all muſt agree, 

der it well there's none happier can ber, 


29% Fir 10 Roge Melenchoh, 


HE C 
MWoas the greateſt 
Before the Devil in Hell ſally 
Ay, and take her Money too, et of L 
Cot bleſs bur Maſter Roundhead, and ſeud hur wel 


Now hur can go to Shrewſberry her Flannel for to 
Hur can carry a creat ſharge of Money about hur 
Thirty or Forty Groats lap'd in a Welch Carter, 
Ay, and think hur ſelf rich too, 

Cot bleſs, &c. . 


Now hur can coe to Shurch, or hur can ſtay at h 

Hur can ſay hur Zord's Prayer, or hur can let it a 

Hur can make a Prayer of hur own Head, 1 wit 

Ay, and ſay a long Crace too, (Holy 
Cot bleſs, &c. 


under the Sun; 
1 out, und ripe N 


Bur yet for all the — Cood that you for hur have 
Would you wou'd made Peace with 2 King, 

ur come 
Put off the Military Charge, Impoſt, and Exciſe 
Ay, and free Quarter too. 


Then Cot ſhall bleſs yaw Maſter Roundhead, 72 / 
| ve 


7 6 , 


alier was gone, and the Rewndbeed he 


To bl 
left | 
lh blef 


t lea 


Vf A 


P11. s to Page e, 27% 
So N Sung by Mrs. Cxo vs, Set by Ms. 
hy . ARK, ! 


VINE S- hither few, 

To Cynthis's brighter Throne; 
ve left the Iron World below, 
to bleſs the Silver Moon: 


left the Iron World below; 
hi bleſs the Silver Moon, | 


o Phehus with his hotter Beams, 

+ 2 Earth — 

r leads thoſe wretches to Extreamsa 
vi Ay'rice, Luſt, and Hate. 


* 
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rpriz'd | Lovers. Get | 
Sung by Mr. Bowman, 


2 
2 
» 
2 

* 
. 


48 in the Su 


Ar. John Eccles, 


HEN firſt I ſaw her charming Face, 
Her taking Shape and moving Grace; 
Roſie Cheeks, my Roſie Cheeks did glow with heat, 
Heart and my Pulſe did beat, beat, beat, 

ap beg ae mae Go; F | | 
þ'd for a, Fwiſh'd for a, do you, do you gueſs what, 
jou gueſs what makes bold'ers fight, 
ters Fight, and States-men Plot. 


lues us all in every thing, 

makes, makes a Subje&of a King; 

[ ſhe deny'd, and I reply d, 15 

y ſhe flew, I did purſue, 

t laſt I catcl'd her faſt; 

ch! had you ſeen, but oh! had you ſeen, 
you ſeen what had paſt between; 

fear, I fear; 6h! I fear, I fear, olr! I fear, 
u, I fear, J have ſpoil'd her Waſt. 


Priys to Page Melenchoh. 
'4 Son. Sethy Av. AxtROYD, 


© HE ods he pull'd of bis Jackee af of Flame, 
The Fry pull'd off his Cowle; 

The Devil I Di Cor Dunce of the Game, 
And the Fryer took him for a Foo: 

He piqu'd, and repiqu'd ſo oft, that at laſt, 
He ſwore by the: Jolly fat = Move 3 

If Cards came no better than thoſe that are pal, 
“„ 


New 


+ 


- 


irre to Purge Melinchol 279 


Im Sonxc. Tranſlated from the FRENCH. 


EXE 
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RETTY. Parret ſay, when I was away, 
And in dull abſence paſs'd the Day; 
What at home was doing; 
With Chat and Play, 
We are. Gay, | 
Night and A 
Good Chear and Mirth renewing 
Singing, Lauging all, Singing Laughing all, like 5 
7 


Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to Intrude; 
And like a fawcy Lover wou'd, 
Court, and Teaze my Lady : 

A Thing you know, 

Made for Show, 

Call'd a Beau, 
Near her was always ready, 
Ever at her Cal, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Tell me with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe could with Patience bear, 
All he did and utter 
He {till addreſs'd, 
Still careſs'd, 
Kiſs'd and preſs'd, 
Sung, PrattFd, Laugh'd, and Flutter d: 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Did he jromy, at the cloſe of the Day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 
In a Corner dodging; 
The want of Light, 
When "was Night; 
Spoil'd my ſight 
Burt I believe his odging, 
Mat within her call, like pretty, pretty Poll.“ 
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onn WerLDonNn. 


2 . 


"4 By me miſtaken 


232 Pitts to Purge Melanchoh. 
T Noon in a ſultry Summer's Day, 
The brighteſt Lady of the * 

Young Chlori: Innocent and Gay, 

Sat Knotting in a ſhade : 

Each ſlender Finger play'd its part, 

With ſuch activity and Art; 

As wou'd inflame a Youthful Heart, 

And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her Fay'rite Swain by chance came by ; 
She had him quickly in her Eye, | 
Yet when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 

| She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid, 
She let her Iv'ry Needle fall, 

And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball ; 

Then gave her Srrepben ſuch a call, 

As wou'd have wak'd the Dead, 


Dear pate Youth ist none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free; © 


Buy ſo much Truſt and Modeſty, 


Bolt No Nymph was c'er _ 

ome lean t u 

While thy Checks T rock — clap z 
ok ſecurely take a Nap, | 

ich he poor Fool, obey'd. 


Thou m 
The faw him Lawn, and heard him Snore; 
And found him faſt a fleep all ore; 
She ſigh d and con'd no more, 
But ſtarting up ſhe ſaid, 
Such Vertue ſhou'd rewarded be, 
For this thy dull Fidelity; 4 
I'll truſt thee with my Flocks, not me, 
Purſue thy Grazing Trade. 


Go milk thy Goats, and Sheer thy Sheep, 
And watch all Night thy Floeks, to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be Jull'd aſleep, 
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HIL E the Lover is thinking, 
With my Friend I'M be Drinking, 
rich Vigour purſue py Delight; 
While the Fool is deſigning, 
His fatal confining, 
Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole Night: 
With the God I'll be Jolly, 
Without Madneſ or Folly. 
Woman to Marry Implore, 
Leave my Bottle and Friend, 
For ſo Fooliſh an end, | 
do, may I neyec Drink more. 


* 


* „ * 
— 


Pitts to Pwge Mianehoy, ll | 
A Health to the Tacx. ch 


1 ERE's a Health to the Tackers, my Boys, 
But mine A—ſe for the Tackers about; 
May the brave Engliſh Spirits come in, 
And the Knaves and Fanatick; turn out: 
Since the Magpyes of late, are confounding 
And wou'd pull our Eſtabliſhments down; 
Let us make 'em a Jeſt, for they Shit in their N 
And be true to the, Church and the Crown. 


„ 


1 
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;chuſe ſuch Parliament Men 

have ſtuck to their Principles tight; 

you'd not their Country betray 

de Story of Aſbiy and White: 

are not a T- d, for a Whig, or a Lord, 
won't ſee our Accounts fairly ſtated ; 

I ne'er fears, the Addreſs of thoſe Peers, 

the Nation of Millions have Cheated. 


ert thing adviſcable is, 

r Schiſm ſo 2 abounds; 

joſe e ery Man that's ſet up 
Diſenters, in Corporate Towns: | 
Al- Church, and Low-Church, has brought us to no 
| Conſcience ſo bubbl'd the Nation; (Church, 
to is not ſill for Conformity Bill, 

il be ſurely a R—— on Occaſion. 


£ | 
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Set by Mr. ANTRHONT Louxc. 


812 Celis only has the Art, 
And only ſhe can Captivate, 
And wanton in my Breaſt ; 
All other Pleaſure I deſpiſe, 
Than what gre from my Celis's Eyes, A! | 
In her alone I'm bleſt. * Is 
| j Ri 
Whene'er ſhe Smiles, new Life ſhe gives, ' the 
And happy, happy who receives, de, 
From her Inchanting Breath; leſt 
Then one Celia Smile once more, 
Since I no longer muſt adore, * . 


For when you frown 'tis Death. 
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H! how lovely ſweet and dear, 
Is the kind relenting Fair, 
Reprieve us in Deſpair; 
that thus my 2 wou' d ſay, 
e, come my Dear thy Cares repay, 
vleſt my Love, be mine to Day: 
e, come my dear, thy Cares repay, 
Bleſt my Love, be mine to Day., 
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Dvance, advance, advance gay Tenants of theP 
Advance, advance, advance, gay TenantsoftheP 

Loud Eccho ſpread my Voice, 

Loud Eccho ſpread my Voice, 

5 Loud Eccho, loud Eccho, loud Eccho, 

| Loud Eccho, loud Eccho, ſpread my Voice, 

. Advance, advance,advance, gay Tenants of the PI 
Advance, adyance, adyance, gay Tenants of the 1 


Pitts to Parge Melanchols  wu8g - 


King and the ard, and GILLIAN 
e Shepherd's Wife, with her churliſþ Anſwer 


the KING. | 


I 
* 


Elder Time, there was of Lore, 
When Guides of churliſh Glee; 
us d among our Country Earls, 
bough no ſuch thing now be. 


which King Alfred liking well, 
cook his ace! Gb 

in Diſguiſe unknown went forth, 
dſce that jovial Sport. 3 


Dick and Tom, in clouted Shoon, 
| Coats of ruſſer Grey, | 3 
md themſelves more brave than them, 

ut went in Golden ray. , 


rments fit for ſuch a Life, 

e good King Alfred went, 

z9'd and torn, as from his Back 
de Beggar his Cloaths had rent. 


ord and Buckler good and ſtrong, _ - 
give Jack Sauce a rap; ; 

on his Head, inſtead of Crown, 

wore a Monmouth Cap. | 

VL. V 


„ 


* 


Thus coaſting through Semerſeeſbire, 

N . — 5 N 
Shepherd Swain of luſty Limb, 
That up and down did jet. 


He wore a Bonnet of good Grey, 
_ Cloſe buttoned to his Chin; 
And at his Back a leather Scrip, 
With much good Meat therein. 


| God ſpeed, good Shepherd, quoth the King, 


I come to be thy Gueſt ; 
To taſte of thy good Victuals here, 
And drink that's of the beſt. 


x Scrip I know, hath Cheer good ſtore, 

hat then the Shepherd ſaid ? | 

Thou ſeem'ſt to be ſome ſturdy Thief, 
And mak'ſt me ſore afraid. 


Yet if thou wilt thy Dinner win, 
The Sword and Buckler take; 

And if thou canſt into my Scrip, 
Therewith an entrance-make. 


I tell thee, Roiſter, it hath ſtore 
Of Beef, and Bacon fat ; 

With ſheafs of Barly-bread to make 
Thy Mouth to water at. 


Here ſtands my Bottle, here my Bag, 
If thou canſt win them Roiſter; 
Againſt the Sword and Buckler here, 

My Sheep-hook is my Maſter, 


BeneWfcit now, quoth our good King 
n ue er, How 
at Alfred of the p 5 
Will ſtand a whit afraid, 
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fundly thus they both fell to'r, 
And giving Bang for Bang; 

every Blow the Shepherd gave, 
ling Alfred's Sword cry'd twang. 


; Buckler prov'd his chiefeſt Fence, 
for ſtill the Shepherd's Hook 

that the which King Alfred could, 
u no good manner brook. - 


laſt when they had fought four Hours, 
d it grew juſt Mid-day ; 

| wearied both, with right good Will, 

eſir d each others ſtay. 


„ Truce I cry, quoth Alfred then, 
50d Shepherd hold thy Hand: 
turdier Fellow than thy ſelf, 

ves not Within this Land, 


| x luſtier Roiſter than thou art, 
Ide churliſh Shepherd faid, 
tell thee plain, thy Thieviſh looks, 
ow makes my Heart afraid. - 


ſure thou art ſome Prodigal, 

hich haſt conſum'd thy ſtore | 
now com'ſt wand' ring in this place, 
rob and ſteal for more, 0 1 


n not of me, then quoth our King, 
od Shepherd in this ſor t; 
ntleman well known I am, 

good King Alfred's Court. 


Devil thou art, the Shepherd ſaid, 
hou goeſt in Rags all torn; 

1 rather ſeem'it, I think to be, 
me Beggar baſely born, 
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But if thou wilt mend thy Eſtate, ' de 
And here a Shepherd — 1 
At Night to Gilian my ſweet Wiſe, ry 
Thou ſhalt go home with me. ks 
For ſhe's as good a Toothleſs Dame, y 
As mumbleth on Brown Bread ; | MW 
Where thou ſhalt lie on hurden Sheers, . 
Upon a freſb Straw Bed. | 70 
Of Whig and Whey, we have good ff 
And keep good Peaſe-ſtraw Fires; Un: 
And now and then good Barly nd | 105 
As better Days requires. 10 Rec 
But for my Maſter. which is Chief, ea 


And Lord of Newtou Court; 
He keeps I ſay, his Shepherds Swains, 
In far more braver ſort. 


We there have Curds, and clouted you. | 
Of Red Cows morning Milk ; | 
And now and then fine Burcered . 107! 
As ſoft as any Silk. '. 18 


Of Beef and reiſed Bacon ſtore, 2 | ſhes 

That is moſt Fat and Greaſy ; 
We have likewiſe to feaſt our Chaps, vit 
And make them glib and eaſie. -  - tte 


Thus if thou wilt my Man enen 0 206 w 
This uſage thou ſhalt have; 0 
IF not, adieu, go hang thy ſelf, \ jlex © $014 ell: 


And ſo farewel Sir Knave. 


Alfred hearing of this Glee, ſo 

f churliſh Shepherd fail Pen 

Was well content to be his Nan, raft 1210.41 OM, 

S8 os they a Bargain made. o { 


V 


8 
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Penny round, the Shepherd' gave, 
n earneſt of this Match; 

keep his Sheep in Field and fold, 
ks Shepherds uſe to watch. 


Wages ſhall be full Ten Groats, 
for Service of a Year; © 

was it not his uſe, old Lad, 
To hire a Man ſo dear. | 


lid the King himſelf (quoth he) 
Unto my Cottage come; 

ſhould not for a Twelvemonths Pay, 
Receive a greater Sum. ; | 


0 hear the clowni 
r filly ſots, as cuſtom is, 
o diſcant at the beſt. * 


rot to ſpoil the Fooliſh ſport, 
ewas content good King; 

it the Shepherd's humour right, 
every kind of thing. 


ſeep-hook then, with Patch his Dog, 
nd Tar-box by his fide ; 

vith his Maſter, jig by jowl, 

Into old Giliaz hy'd. 


eat the bonn — ry blith, 
- 


whoſe ſight no ſooner came, 
Thom have you here (quoth ſhe) 
flow I doubt, will cut our Throats, 
like a Knave looks he. 


ſo old Dame, quoth Alfred ſtrait, 
Mt me you need not fer; 
Maſter hir'd me for Ten Groats, 
ſo ſerve you one whole Year. 
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So good Dame Gilian grant me leave, 
"Within your Houſe to ſtay; 
For by St. Ann, do what you can, 
I will not yet away. 


Her churliſh uſage pleas'd him till, 
Put him to ſuch a Proof, 
'That he at Night was almoſt choak'd, 

Within that ſmoaky Roof. 


But as he ſat with ſmiling cheer, 
The event of all to ſee ;; | 

His Dame brought forth a piece of Dow, 
Which in the Fire throws. ſhe. | 


Where lying on the Hearth to bake, 
By chance the Cake did burn; 

What can'ſt thou not, thou Lout (quoth ſhe) 
Take Pains the ſame to turn; 


Thou art more quick to take it our, 
And eat it up half Dow, 

Than thus to ſtay till't be enough, 
And ſo thy Manners ſhow. ' 


But ſerve me fuch another Trick, 
I'll thwack*thee on the Snout; 

Which made the patient King, good Man, 
Of her to and in Doubt; [ 


But to be brief, to bed they- went, 
The good old Man and's Wife; 

But never ſuch a Lodging had 
King Alfred in his Life : 


For he was laid in white Choeps Wool, 
New pull'd from tanned Fells, 

And o'er his Head hang'd Spiders Webbs, 
As if they had becn Bells. 


| PiLLs to Purge Melanthol, 


this the Country Guiſe, thought he 
Then here I I will not : ay 3 ; 


t hence be gone as ſoon as 
The peeping of the Day. 


be cackling Hens and Geeſe kept roM, 
And perched at his fide | 
hereat the laſt the watchful Cock, 
Made known the Morning Tide. 


ten up got Alfred with his Horn, 
And blew ſo long a Blaſt, 

at made Gillian and her Groom, 
u Bed full ſore agaſt. 


iſe, quoth ſhe, we are undone, 
This Night, we lodged have, 
unawares within our Houſe, 

\ falſe diſſembling Knave 3 


Husband, riſe, he'll cut our Throats, 
fe calleth for his Mates, 

give old V our good Cade Lamb, 
e would depart our Gates. 


ſtill King Alfred blew his Horn 
fore them, more and more, 

Il that a hundred Lords and Knights, 
|| lighted at the Door: 


ch cry'd all hail, all —— King, 
ong have we look'd your Grace ; 
here you find (my merry Mea all) 
four Sovereign in this place. 


al ſurely be ha both, 
d Gillian — a 
** pherd ſaid, for uſing thus 
Dur mod King Alfred here; 
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O pardon, my. Liege, quoth Gillian then, 
48 —— for me, N 

By theſe ten Bones I never thought 
The ſame that now I ſee : 


And by my Hook, the Shepherd ſaid, 
An Oath both good and true, 

Before this time, O noble King, 

I never your Highneſs knew: 


Then pardon me and my old Wife, 

That we may after ſay, 

When firſt you came into our Houſe, 
It was a happy Day. 


It ſhall be done, ſaid Alfred ſtreight, 
And Gilian thy old Dame, 

For this thy churliſh uſing me, 
Deſerveth not much Blame. 


For this thy Country Guiſe I | 
To be * blum ib ſtill, 1 
And where the plaineſt Meaning is, 

Remains the ſmalleſt Il], 


And Maſter, Io I tell thee now, 
For thy low Manhood ſhown, 
A Thouſand Weathers I'll beſtow 

Upon thee for thy own. 


And paſture Ground, as much as will 
Suffice to feed them all, 

And this thy Cottage I will change 
Into a ſtately Hall. 


As for the ſame, as Duty binds, 
The Shepherd ſaid, good King, 
A milk white Lamb once every Year, 


Fil to your Highneſs bring. 


P:1L1s to Purge Melancholy, 
| Gilian my Wife likewiſe, 
f Wool to make you Coats, 


| give you as much at New Year's Tide, 
ſhall be worth ten Groats : 


{in your Praiſe my Bagpipe ſhall 
bound ſweetly once a Year, 
Alfred our renowned King, 

{oft kindly hath been here. 


nks Shepherd, thanks, quoth he again. 
he next time I come hither, 

Lords with me here in this Houſe, 
Vil all be merry together. 
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480 NG. Sung by Mrs, Bracegirdle. 
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EAS E, ceaſe of Cupid to complain, 
Love, Love's a Jo even while a Pain; 
On! then think! oh! - Bus think; | 
Oh! then think how great his Bliſſes, LN 
Moving Glances, balmy Kiſſes, 3 


Charming Raptures, matchleſs Sweets, 
Love, Lobe alone, Love, Love alone, 


Dave, Loye alone, all Joys compleats. 


- 
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N G. 


480 
Sung by Mrs. BNAcROCIIPIR 
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OME, come ye Nymphs, 
C Come ye N _ and ery Swain, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Galates leaves = - da 
To revive us on the Plain, 
To revive us, to revive us, to revive us on the P. 
Come, come, come, come ye Nymphs, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Ccme ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Gallatea leaves the Main, 
To revive us on the Plain, 
To revive us on the Plain, - 
Come ye Nymphs and ey'ry Swain. 


CY SC CSC HORSES SUN 
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inthia the lovely, the Joy of her Swain, 
By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Lp again; 
liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair, 
eir Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care; 
Time, no Enjoyment their Dotage withdrew;. 
t the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv'd, 
Still the fonder they grew. | 


Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain, a 
envy d the Nymph, but more envy'd the Swain; 
me ſwore twould be Pity their Loves to invade, 
at the Lovers alone for each other was made : 
tall, all conſented, that none ever knew, 
Nymph } wy ſo kind, a Nymph yet ſo kind, 
r a Shepherd ſo true. 


ve ſaw em with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take care 

f the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair; 

hat either did want, he bid either to move, 

ut they wanted nothing, but ever to love : 

id, 'twas all that to bleſs him his God-head cou d do, 

hattheyſtill might be kind, that they ſtill might bekind, 
And ſtill might be true. 8 
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Ring out your Coney-Skins, 
Brin out your Coney-Skins Maids to me;. 


And hold them fair that I may ſee, 
ey, Black and Blue, for the ſmaller Skins 
give you Bracelets, Laces, Pins, 
And for your whole Coney 
Here's ready Money, 
me gentle Joan, do thou begin 
th thy black Coney, thy black Coney-Skin, 
And Mary and Joan will follow, 
With their Silver-hair'd Skins and yellow; 
te White Coney-Skin I will not lay by, 
Ir tho' it be faint, it is fair to the Eye,: 
te Grey it is worn, but yet for my Money, 
ve me the bonny, bonny black ny : 
ne away fair Maids, your Skins wi decay, FH 
me and take Money Maids, put your Wares away: 
Lye any Coney-Skins, ha'ye any Coney - Skins, 
ye any Coney-Sking here to fell ? 


„ Set by Mr, To 


ASONG. 
Mr. Cloſſold 
WiIroR p. 
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The Words by 
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AY piſh, nay piſh, nay piſh Sir, what ails you; 
(brd What is't you do? 

er met with one ſo uncivil as you 

u may think as you pleaſe, but if Evil it be, 

ou'd have you to know, you're miſtaken in me. 

Men now ſo rude, and fo boiſtrous are grown, 

Woman can't, truſt her ſelf with you alone: 

nnot but wonder what tis that ſhou'd move ye; 

jou do ſo again, I ſwear, I ſwear, I ſwear, I ſwear, 

(1 ſwear I won't loye ye. 


A SONG, Set by Mr, Motley. 


Purge Melanc 
boh. 


| 1 id dra 3 and mak 1 Y 


Convey thi 

thi ; 

I s Dart into her Heart, and wh 

, , 

That by — and let her burn, li en ſhe's 
Whene' xperien urn, like me i (on 
eg er her Eyes de wy — me in chaſtd 
t when in —— i br od or, me, 

tenderly 

(br 


Like An 
gel 1 | | 
$ ſhine, and ſweetly join to one ano 
k 
(F 


1 


11 


Pitt's fo Purge Melanchoh. 30) 


ONG 1 The Words by a Perſon 
Set to Muſick by My. Robert 


JIM 


ie brag of their Chlerii, and ſome of their Phillir, 
me cry up their Cælia, and bright Amaryllis: 
Poets and Lovers their Miſtreſſes dub, 
Goddeſſes fram'd from the Waſh-bow! and Tub; 
way with theſe Fictions, and Counterfeit Folly : 
t's a thouſand more Charms in the * 
ye 


ot deſcribe you her Beauty and Wir, 

Manna to each ſhe's a reliſhing Bit ; 
lone by Enjoyment, the more prevail, 
ſtill with fieſh Pleaſures does hoiſt up your Sail: 
bad you a Surfeit, but took of all others, — 


Look from my Dolly your Stomach recovers. 
4 
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The Monntehank S oN ©. Sung by Dr, Lever 
and bis merry Andrew Pinkanello, in Far 
to Folly. Set by Mr. LzvsriDGs, 


— 


F 


7 
A 


7 


nd Sports of all ſnes © 


Mire, Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, Lords, Ladys, 


eh 
. 


Babies, and Loobys in Scores. Some howling, f 


Bawling, ſome Leering, ſome Fleering, ſome Loving, 


+ 


Shoving, with Legions of Furbelow'd Whores, To 


Werr 
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x Prancing, Boats flying, Quacks * Pick - pockets, 
PD 
— 


= my 2. 4 Hf: 
Plackets, Beaſts, Butchers, and Beaus, Fops 


es Paingod, flak u taidged, in Tally-mars Fuide— 
—low'd 


Oily in Doily, hear Muſick, 6 you fick ; 


: SE — ſi 
42 — HH — 


Skipping, Clowns tripping ſome Joaking, ſome Sma 


- * e eee yearly, get fully, f 
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Fairings Pig, Pork, and a Clap, 


EVERIDGE, in a New Play call d, Farewel 
4 Folly. | | 


E 
) EE, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, who travels 
I 


1 at home! Here take my Bills, take my Bills, I 


re all Ills, paſt, preſent, and to come 3 the Cramp, the 


itch, the Squirt, the Itch, the Gout, the Stone, the 


QTY —_— 


Por, the Mulligrubs, the Bonny Scrubs, and all, all, 


Mountebank S o x 6. Set and Sung by Mr. | 


: 
0 
1 
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RE SEE] + 


all, all, all, Pandors's Box; Thouſands I've Difſea i 


— — — 


Thouſands new erected, and ſuch Cures effected, as * 


«rain take Yes Take this, take this und you ate 


— — — — — — — 


„ 1 

— 22 7 } 
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1 Thouſands Ec. Come Wits lo keen, deyour'd 


. 
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Vizard Cracks, I ſoon remove the pains 


—— PREY — 3 
EEE TEE; 


= - x 
= | Fs | 315 * 7 . * [ : | 
"Wd. 1 Lear the Laſs with Wainſcot Face, and | 
L V. P from : 
ch | 2 


| $314 PII Is 40 Pioge Melanchoh. 

| 4 

| +xret x 

| HEE: 
| Judge ard Try, and if you die, never believe 


never 9 me more. 
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SoxG in the Mock Marriage. 
Kwichr. Set by Mr, Henry Pad "0 


F 
T7 a = ws” EF * 


. 


' ET 
2 


oe 
p 2 Oh! 


816 Pitts fo Purge Melanchoh. 
H+! how you proteſt and ſolemnly ſwear, 
Look humble, and fawn like an Aſs; 
I'm pleas'd, I muſt own, when ever I fee 
A Lover that's brought to this paſs. 
Keep, keep further off, you're naughty I fear, 
1 vow 1 will never, will never, will never yield to 
'You ask me in vain ; for never I ſwear, 
I never, no never, I never, no never, 
I neyer, no never will do't. 


For when the Deed's done, how quickly you go, 
No more of the Lover remains, 
In haft you depart, whate' er we can do, 
And ſtubbornly throw off your Chains: 
Deſiſt then in time, let's hear on't no more, 
I vow I will never yield to't; 
Lou promiſe in vain, in vain you adore, 
For I will never, no never will do't. 


TT TT TT fr . l. l l KUG 


Jo cxET's Lamentation, 
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betey met with Jenny fair 
Betwixt the dawning and the Day, 
d Jockey now is full of Care, 

for Jenny ſtole his Heart away: 
mo' ſhe promis'd to be true, 

let ſhe, alas, has prov'd unkind , 
at which do make poor Jenny rue, 
for Jenny's fickle as the Wind : 

d. *Tis o'er the Hills, and far away, 
er the Hills, and far away, 

er the Hills, and far away, 

Wind has blown my Plad away. 


Ly was a bonny Lad, 

e' er was born in Scotland fair; 

now poor Jockey is run mad, 

or Jenny cauſes his Deſpair; 

y was a Piper's Son, 

nd fell in Love while he was young: 
all the Tunes that he could play, 

as, o'er the Hills, and far away, * 
\ Tis o'er the Hills, and far away, 

ter the Hills and far away, 

ter the Hills and far away, 

Wind has blown my Plad away. 


n firſt I ſaw my Jenny's Face, 
did appear with ſike a Grace, 
bd muckle Joy my Heart was fill'd ; 
now alas with Sorrow kill'd. 
T2 OH! 
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Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 

Twou d x1 an end to my Deſpair ; 
But ah, alafs! this is unkind, 

Which ſore does terrify my Mind; 
"Twas o'er the Hills, and far away, 
"Twas o'er the Hills, and far away, 
"Twas o'er the Hills, and far away, 
That Jenny ſtole my Heart away. 


Did ſhe but feel the diſmal Woe 
That for her Sake I undergo, 
She ſurely then would grant Relief, 
And put an end to all my Grief : 
But oh, ſhe is as falſe as fair, 
Which cauſes all my fad Deſpair ; 
She triumphs in a proud Diſdain, 
And takes Delight to ſee my Pain ; 
"Tis o'er the Hills, Kc. 


Hard was my Hap to fall in Love, 
With one that does ſo faithleſs prove; 
Hard was my fate to court the Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray'd: 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſwore, 
She would be true for evermore : 
But oh! alas, with Grief I ſay, 
She's ſtole my Heart, and run away ; 
Tw as o er the Hills, &c. | 


Good gentle Cupid take my part, 
And pierce this falſe one to the Heart, 
That ſhe may once but feel the Woe, 
As I for. her do undergo ; 
Oh ! make her feel this raging Pain, 
That for her Love I do ſuſtain ; 
She ſure would then more gentle be, 
And ſoon repent her Cruelty ; 
"Tis over the Hills, &c. 


I now muſt wander for her ſake, 
Since that ſhe will no Pity take, 


Pris to Rug Melanchal any 


no the Woods and ſhady Grove, 
And bid adieu to my al Love: 
ince ſhe is falſe whom I adore, 5 

| ne'er will truſt a Woman more, * 
om all their Charms I'll fly away, 
And on my Pipe will ſweetly play; 

o' er the Hills, &c. 


ere by my ſelf III ſing and ſay, 
'Tis 0'er the Hills, and far 2 

hat my poor Heart is gone a 25 | 
Which makes me grieve both Night and Day; 


rewel, farewel, thou cruel ſhe, 
fear that I ſhall die for thee : 
it if IT live, this Vow I'll make, 
To love no other for your ſake. 
oer the Hills, and far away, : 
'r o'er the Hills, and far amay, 

'r o'er the Hills, and far away, 


be Wind has blown my Plad away- 


HASHANAH DEAN LD KEI) 
e Recruiting Officer: Or, The Merry Vo- 


lunteers: Being an Excellent New of 
Verſes upon raiſing Recruits,  . 1; 


To the foregoing Tune, 


ARK! now the Drums beat up again, 
For all true Soldiers Gentlemen, 

hen let us liſt, and march I ſay, 

rer the Hills and far away; 

ver the Hills and o'er the Main, 

0 Flanders, Portugal and Spain, 

een Ann commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the Hills and far away. 


P., 
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All Gentlemen that have a Mind, | 
Io ſerve the Queen that's good and kind; 
Come liſt and enter into Pay, 
Then o'er the Hills and far away ; 

Over the Hills, &c. © 


Here's Forty Shillings on the Drum, 
For thoſe that Volunteers do come, | 
With Shirts, and Cloaths, and preſent Pay, 
When o'er the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &c. 


Hear that brave Boys, and let us go, 

Or elſe we ſhall be preſt you know; 

Then liſt and enter into Pay, 

And o'er the Hills and far away, 
Over the Hills, &C. 


The Conſtables they ſearch about, 
To find ſuch brisk young Fellows out 
Then let's be Volunteers I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &c. 


Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
And Wealth and Honour's to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſtay ? 
When o'er the Hills and far away ; 

Over the Hills, &c. © OD 


No more from ſound of Drum retreat, 

While Marlburough and Gallaway beat, 

The French and 13 every Day, 

When over the Hills and far away; 
Over the Hills, &c. 


He that is forc'd to go and fight, 
Will never get true Honour by't, 
While Volunteers ſhall win the Day, 
When o'er the Hills and far away; 


Over the Hills, & What 


Pitts to Purge Melancholy; 


Vhat tho' our Friends our Abſence mourn, 
Ve all with Honour ſhall return; | 

and then we'll ſing both Night and Day 
)ver the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &c. 


he Prentice Tom he may refuſe, 

ſo wipe his angry Maſter's Shoes-; 
or then he's free to ſing and play, 
ver the Hills and far away; 

Over the Hills, &c. 


ver Rivers, Bogs and Springs, 

Ve all ſhall live as great as Kings, 

nd Plunder get both Night and Day; . 
hen over the Hills and far away, 
Over the Hills, &c. 


e then ſhall lead more happy Lives, 
getting rid of Brats and Wives, 
dat Scold on both Night and Day, 
hen o'er the Hills and far away: 
Over the Hills, &C. 


me on then Boys and you ſhall ſee, * 
every one ſhall Captains be, 
Whore and rant as well as they; 
en o'er the Hills and far away: 

ber the Hills, &c. 


if we go 'tis one fo Ten, 

we return all Gentlemen, 
Gentlemen as well as they, 

den o'er the Hills and far away: 
Wer the Hills, &Cc, 


» 


322 Prius to Purge Melanchoh. 


A Scotch Sox o. Set by Mr, Joun Banktrr 


— 
2 


A: fooliſh Laſs, what mun I do? 
My Modeſty I well may rue, 
Which of my Joy bereft me ; 
For full of Love he came, 
But out of ſilly ſhame, 4. 
With piſh and phoo I play'd, 
To muckle the coy Maid, 
And the raw young Loon has left me. 


Wou'd Jockey knew how muckle I lue, 
Did I leſs Art, or did he ſhew, 

More Nature, how bleaſt I'd be; 
I'd not have reaſon to complain, 
That I lue'd now in vain, 

Gen he more a Man was, 
I'd be leſs a coy Laſs, 
Had the raw young Locn weel try'd me. 
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So c in the Comedy call d Jaltice Buiſy, oy 
the Gentleman Quack: Set by Mr. John be. 
cles, Sung by Mrs, Bracegirdle. 


10, no ev ry Morning my Beauties renew, 
Where-ever I go,-I have Lovers enough ; 

Ureſs and J Dancey and J Laugh and I Sing, 

" lovely and lively, and gay as the Spring: 

Viſic, I Game, an I caſt away Care, 

ind Lovers no more, than the Birds of the Air, 

nd Lovers no more, than the Birds of the Air. 


ft 
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4 Soxne, Sth Mr, WILLIS. 
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] OW my Freedom's regain'd, and by BacchwlI ſwear, 
All whining dull whimſys of Love I'll caſhire.; 
he Charm's more engaging in Bumpers of Wine, 
hen let Chloe be Dama'd. but let this be Divine: 
hilſt Youth warms thy Veins, Boy embrace thy full 
mn Cupid and all his poor Proſelyte Aſſes; (Glaſſes, 
et this be thy rule Tom, to ſquare out thy Life 
id when Old in a Friend, thou'lt live free Hom — 
A W trife, 
nly envied by him that is plagu'd with a Wife. .. 
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Scotch Soo, the Words by Mr. Peter Noble, 
Set by Mr. John-Wilfard. 
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B ONNY Scottiſb Lads that keens me weel, 
Lich ye what, ye what good Luck Iſe fun; 
Moggey is mine own in ſpight o'th' De'el, 
I alone her Heart has won : 
Near St. Andrew's Kirk in Landen Town, 
There Iſe, Iſe met my Deareſt Joys 
Shinening in her Silken Hued and Gown, 
But ne er ack, ne'er ack ſhe proy'd not Coy. 


Then afrer many Compliments, 
Streight we gang'd into the Kirk ; 
There full weel ſhe tuck the documents, 
And flang me many pleaſing Smirk : 
WeelI weat that I have gear enough, 
She's have a Yode to ride ont; 
She's neither drive the Swine, nor the Plongh, 
Whateyer does betide ont. 
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New So No in the Play call d, a Duxx and no 
Duxs. Sung by — * 


AMON if you will believe me, 
"Tis not ſighing o'er the Plain; 

ags nor Sonnets can't relieve ye, 

taint Attempts in Lvye are vain: Urge 
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Urge but home the fair Occaſion, 
And be Maſter of the Field; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 
'T were a Madneſs not to yield. 


Tho' ſhe vow's ſhe'll veer permit ye, 
Says you're rude, and much to blame; 
And with Tears implores your pity, 
Be not merciful for ſhame : 
When the firſt aſſault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find; 
This ſo fierce and Cruel Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


COIL IICE IMEI IB OE LE e 


4 Sonc. The Words made to a Tune of tl 
late Mr. Henry Purcells. 


gm, 


) RUNK I was laſt Night that's poſs, 
My Wife began to Scold ; 

what I cou'd for my Heart's Blood, 

Her Clack ſhe wou'd not hold: 

zus her Char ſhe did begin, 

Is this your time of coming in; 

e Clock ſtrikes One, you'll be undone, 

thus you lead your Life: 

Dear ſaid I, I can't deny, 

But what you fay is true ; 

o intend, my Life to mend, 

Pray lends the Pot to Spew. 


2, you Sor, I ne'er can bear, 

To riſe thus e'ery Night; 

0 like a Beaſt you never care, 

Vhat conſequence comes by'r : 
Child and I may ſtarve for you, 

We neither can have half our due; 

th grief I find, you're ſo unkind, 

In time you'll break my Heart: 

that I ſmil'd, and faid dear Child, 
believe your in the wrong ; 

if'r ſhou'd be you're deſtiny, 

ll ſing a merry Song, 


1 


* 3 


"330 P11.L5 ty Pings Acloneboh, 
The Gelding the Devil. Set by Mr. Tho, Wrot 


{ Met with the Devil in the ſhape of a Ram, 
Then over and over the Sow-gelder came; 
I roſe and halter'd him faſt by the Horns, 
And pick'd out his Stones, as you would pickout Co 
Maa, quoth the Devil, with that out he ſlunk, 
And left us a Carkaſs of Mutton that ſtunk. 
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thanc'd to ride forth a Mile and a half, 

here I heard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf; 
hound him and Gelt him cer he did any evil, 
rhe was at the beſt but a young ſucking Devil : 
a, yet he cries, and forth he did ſteal, 

d this was ſold after for excellent Veal. 


e half a Year after in the Form of a Pig, 

net with the Rogue, and he look'd very big; 
taught at his Leg, laid him down on a Log, 

er a Man could Fart twice, I made him a Hog: 
h, huh quoth the Devil, and gave ſuch a Jerk, 
at a Jew was Converted and eat of that Pork. 


Woman's attire I met him moſt fine, 

firſt ſight I thought him ſome Angel divine; 
viewing his crab Face I fell to my Trade, 
nade him forſwear ever acting a Maid: 

ew, quoth the Devil, and ſo ran away, 

d bimielf in a Fryer's old Weeds as they ſay. 


alked along and it was my good chance, 

meet with a Black- coat that was in a Trance; 
heedily grip'd him, and whip'd off his Cods, 
vixt his Head and his Breech, I left little odds: 
quoth the Devil, and ſo away ran, 

ou oft will be curſt by many a Woman. 
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A Sons, 


WH E N Femmy firſt began to love, 
He was the fineſt Swain; 

That ever yet a Flock had drove, 
Or Danc'd upon the Plain : 

Tas then that I, woe's me pgor heart, 
My Freedom threw away ; 

And finding ſweets in every part, 

I could not ſay him nay. 


For ever when he ſpake of Loye, 
He wou'd his Eyes decline; 

Each Sigh he gave a Heart wou'd move, 
Good faith, and why. not mine : 

He'd preſs my Hand, and Kiſs it oft, 
His ſilence ſpoke his Flame; 

And whilſt he treated me thus ſofr, 
I wiſh'd him more to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my Flock with his, 
Jemmy wou'd me invite; 250 
Where he the fineſt Songs would Sing, 
Me only to Delight: The 
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hen all his Graces he diſplay'd, 
Which were enough I trow ; 


o conquer any Princely Maid, 
So did he me I trow. 
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t now for Jemmy I muſt Mourn, 
He to the Wars muſt go ; 

is Sheephook to a Sword muſt turn, 
Alack what ſhall I do? 

lis Bagpipes into Warlike ſounds, 
Muſt now converted be ; 

us Garlands into fearful Wounds, 
Oh! what becomes of me? 


ONO SO EE OT OS OOO OO ONES OS 


Sons; to the Tune of Woobourn Fair. 


\ M[LTING is in ſuch a Faſhion, : 
And ſuch a Fame, 


Runs o'er the Nation, 
There's neyer a Dame 
)f higheſt Rank, or of Fame, 
, but will ſtoop to your Careſſes, 
f you do but put home your Addreſſes: 
s for that ſhe Paints, and ſhe Patches, 
|| ſhe hopes to ſecure is her Name, Sir. 


at when you find the Love fir comes upon her, 
ever truſt much to her Honour ; 
ho' ſhe may very high ſtand on't, 
et when her love is Aſcendant, 
er Vertue's quite out of Doors: 
High Breeding, rank Feeding, 
With lazy Lives leading, 
In Eaſe and ſoft Pleaſures, 
And taking looſe Meaſu res, 
With Play-houſe Diverſigns, 
And Midnight Excurſions, 
With Balls Maſquerading 
And Nights Serenading, * 
T heFbauch the Sex into Whores, Sir. » 


| 
' 
{| 
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A SONG. 
n 


Ir. 
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AREWEL ungrateful Traytor, 


Farewel my Perjur'd Swain: 
never injur'd Creature, 
zelieve a Man again: 
de pleaſure of poſſeſſing, 
ſurpaſſes all expreſſing ; 
Joys too ſhort a Blettng, 
And love too long a Pain: 
i | Toys too ſbort a Bleſſing, 
nd Love 00 long @ Pain. 


; eafie to deceive us, 

In pity of your Pain ; 

t when we Love, you leave us, 
o rail at you in van: 
fore we have deſcry'd it, 

here is no Bliſs beſide it; 

t ſhe that once has try d it, 


Will never Love again. 


Paſſion you pretended, 

as only to obtain; 

when the Charm is ended, 

he Charmer you diſdain : 

r Love by ours we meaſure, 

ill we have loſt our Treaſure; 
dying is a Pleaſure 

Vhen living is a Pain. 


ES 
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V OU TI Love by all that's true, 
More than all things here below; 
With a Paſſion far more great, g 
Than e' er Creature loved yet: 

And yet ſtill you cry forbear, 

Love no more, or Love not here. 


Bid the Miſer leave his Ore, 
Bid the Wretched ſigh no more; 
Bid the Old be young again, 
Bid the Nun not think of Man: 
Sylvia thus when you can do, 
Bid me then not think on you. 


Love's not a thing of Choice, but Fate, 
What makes me Love, that makes you Hate : 
Sylvia you do what you will, 

aſe or Cure, Torment or Kill : 
Be Kind or Crue), Falſe or True, 
Love I muſt, and none but you. 


* 


First Purge Melancholy 
2. 30NÞ 5. > 
Note : Tu mah Sin Ine tte of res. 
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ET's be NON: bib * jolly, 
„Stupid Dulneſs is a Folly ; 1 
[is the Spring that doth invite us, 
ck, the chirping Birds delight us: 


us Dance and raiſe our Voices, 1 
very Creature now rejoy ces 4 
ry Blaſts and ſpringing Flowers — N 
rdant Covetiogs,-pleaſant Shower: = 
ich plays bis part to compleat this our Joy, | 
dd aſt we be ſo duli as ro deny. rn 


our 1 92 * 
en let us Si 


lis the Time, 
vol. v. 


>» 


4 1— 

e's no fooliſh furly Lover, 3 
hat his Paſſions will diſcover; E 

conce ĩted fopith Creature, . S 1. 
bat is proud of Cloaths or Feature: et VIM 
things here ſerene and free are, EXT] * 5 
hey' re not Wiſe, are not as we are; | | 
bo acknowledge 43 n 
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A New Sone, the Words by Mr. J. C. off 
| To Mufck by Dr. Prettle. 


+4 i 


O Phils, tho' you've all the Charm, 
Ambitious Woman can deſtre ; + 1 
All Beauty, Wit, and Vouth that warm, 1 

Or ſets our fooliſh Hearts on fire: 


”- 
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let you may practice all your Arts, 
In vain to make a Slave of me; 


ou ne'er ſhall re-engage my Heart, 
Revolted from your Tyranny :. 
x; 


nu ne er ſbal re-engage my Heart, 
Revolted from your Tyranny. 


Vhen firſt I ſaw thoſe dang'rous Eyes, 
They did my Liberty betray ; 

ut when I knew your Cruelties, | 

I ſnatch'd my ſimple Heart away; 
ow I defy your Smiles to win, 

My reſolute Heart, no pow'r th'ave got 
ho* once I ſuck'd their Poyſon in, 

Your Rigour prov'd an Antidote. 


eee 


be Epilogue to the Iſland Princes, Set by Mr. 
Clark, Sung by Mrs, Lindſey, and the Boy. 
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N OW to you ye dry Wooers, 


he on 1 and no doers, 
So doughty, ſo gouty, 
So uſeleſs and — LPY 
Your blindneſs, cold kindneſs, 
Has nothing of Man; 
Still doating, or gloating, 
Still ſtumbling. or fumbling, 
Still hawking, ſtill baulking, 
| You flaſh in the Pan: 
"Unfit like old Brooms, 
For ſweeping our Rooms, 
You're funk and you're ſhrunk, 
Then repent and look to't; 
In vain you're ſo upiſh, in vain you're ſo upiſh, 
ou re down ey'ry foot. Ye, 
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0CKEY loves his Moggy dearly, 

He gang'd with her to Perth Fair; 

dere we Sung and Pip'd together, 

And when done, then down I'd lay her : 
ſo pull'd her, and fo lull'd her, 

Both o'erwhelm'd with muckle Joy; 

ig. kiſs'd Fockey, Jockey Moggy, 

From long Night to break of Day. 


old Mog. twas muckle pleaſing, 
Moggey cry d ſhe'd do again ſuch; 
tply'd I'd glad gang with thee, 


lamented, I relented, 

Both wiſh'd Bodies might increaſe; 

den we'd gang next Year together, 

And my Pipe ſhall —_ ceaſe. 
3 


A Scotch Soxc, Set by Mr. R. Brown. 


But *ewould waſt my muckle Coyn much: 


34 
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A Soxc, in the Lucky Younger Brother, or 
the Beau Defeated ; Set by Mr.] ohn Eccles 
and Sung by Mr. Bowman, 


Mimicks an 014 Woman. 


— — — 


AN 


Sings as bimfel/. 


ELIA tir'd Strephon with her Flame, 

While languiſhing, while langyiſhing ſhe view'd 
te well dreſs'd Youth deſpis'd the Dame, (him; 
But ill, ſtill; but ſtill the old Fool purſu'd him: 
me pity on a Wretch beſtow, 

That lyes at your Devotion; 
chaps near fifty Years ago, 
thaps near fifty Years ago, 
might have lik'd the Motion. 


ou, proud Youth, my Flame deſpiſe, 
in hang me in my Garters ; 

then make haſt to win the Prize, 
I mong loves fooliſh Martyrs: 
you ſee Delia brought ſo low, 

and make her no Requitals? _ i 

ia may to the Devil go, Delis may to the Devil, 

il go, to the Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil, Devil, 
i : (Devil go for Serephon ; 
e my Vitals, ſtop, 0 ſtop, ſtop, op my Vitals, 
9 4 


.- 
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A Sons, Set by Mr. John Weldon. 


— — — 


8 AIN thy — Paſſion ſmother, 


Perjur'd Cælia loves another; E 
In his Arms I faw her lying, | J 
Panting, Kiſſing, Trembling, Dying: cal 
There the Fair deceiver ſwore, Sr 
As once ſhe did to you before. 0 
Ohl ſaid you, when She deceives me, out 
When that Conſtant. Creatures leave me ; De 
Het. Waters back ſhall ys Do v 
And leave their Ouzy Channels dry: ( 
Turn your VVaters, leave your Shore, Jo w 


For perjur'd Celis loyes no more. 
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o No in the Comedy call d tbe B I r ER, Set 
Mr. John Eccles, and Sung by Ar. Cook. 


HLOEZ bluſh'd and frown'd and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her; 
call'd her Faithleſs, Jilting VVhore, 
| To talk to me of Honour: 
zut when I roſe and wou'd be gone, 
She.cry'd nay, whither go ye? 
oung Damon faw, now we're alone, | 
Do, do, do what you will, do what you wilt with cbt 
Jo what you will, what you will, what you will with, - 
(Chloe, (Chloe, 
Do what you will, what you will, what you will with 
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il 4 Sox in Rinaldo and Armida : Set by Mr. E 
John Eccles. Sung by Mr. Gouge. 
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HE Jolly, Jolly Breeze, 
That comes whiſtling through the Trees; 
rom all the bliſsful Regions brings, 
Perfumes upon its ſpicy Wings: 
ith its wanton motion curling, 
urling, curling, curling the cryſtal Rills, 
Vhich down, down, down, down the Hills, 
Run, run, run, run, run o'er Golden gravel purling. 


1199 


SEE 


4 SonG on the Punch Bowl. To the fore- 
| going Tune. 


: HE Jolly, Jolly Bowl, 

That does quench my thirſty Soul; 
Vhen all the mingling Juice is thrown, 
Perfum'd with fragrant Goar Stone : 
With it's wanton Toaſt too, curling, : 
Curling, curling, curling, curling the Nut-brown Riles, 
Which down, down, down, down by the Gills, 
Run through ruby Swallows purling. | 
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The PROLOGUE the Iſland- Pri 
Set and Sung by Mr, — * = 
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Ovu've boo with dull Prologues here banter' dſo 
They ſignify nothing, or leis than a Song; (long, 
To ſing you a Ballad this Tune we thought fit, 
For Sound has oft nickt you, when Sence could not hit: 
Then Ladies be kind, and Gentlemen mind, 
Wit Capers, play Sharpers, loud Bullies, tame Cullies, 
ow grumblers, Wench Fumblers, give ear ev'ry Many 
Mobb'd Sinners in Pinners, kept Foppers, Bench-hop- 
High-Flyers, Pit-Plyers, be ſtill if you can: (pers, 
You're all in Damnation, you're all in Damnation for 
(Leading the Van. 


Ye Side-Box Gallants, whom the vulgar call Beaus, 
Admirers of Self, and nice Judges of Cloaths ; 
Who now the War's over croſs boldly the Main, 
Yer ne'er were at Seiges, unleſs at Campaign: 
Spare all on the Stage, Love in every Age, 

oung Tattles, Wild Rattles, Fan-Tearers, Ge 
| ers; 
Old Coaſters, Love boaſters, who ſet up for Truth: N 
Voung Graces, Black Faces, ſome Faded, ſome Jaded, 
Old Mothers, and others, who've yet a Colt's Tooth: 
See us Act that in Winter, you'd all Act in Youth. 


You Gallery Haunters, who love to lye ſnug, 
And maunch Apples or Cakes, while ſome Neighbour 


(you hugg ; 
Ye lofties, Genteels, who above us all ſir, | 
And look down with Contempt, on the Mob in the Pit, 
Here's what you like beſt, Jigg, Song and the reſt, 
Free Laughers, cloſe Graffers, dry Jokers, old Soakers, 
Kind Couſins, by Dozens, your Cuſtonis don't break : 
Sly Spouſes with Blouſes, grave Horners, in Corners, 
# Kind No-wits, ſave Poets, clap 'til! your Hands ake, 
| And tho the Wits Damn us, we'll ſay the Whimscake. 
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- A Sons d et by Mr. Joan B ANRETr, and Sy 
by Mrs. LIN DSEr. 


Hence with all this careleſs Air ; 
criſy is out of Faſhion, 


(CE: hence with Afſectation, 
Hy 
th the Witty and the Faire 


— 
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Nature all thy Arts diſcloſes, 
While the Pleaſures ſhe ſupplies ; 


Paint thy glowing Cheeks with Roſes, 
And inflame thy ſparkling Eyes. 


Fooliſh Celis not to know, 
<2 Love thy Int'reſt and thy Duty; 


Thou to love alone doſt owe, 
All thy Joy, and all thy Beauty ; 
Mark the tuneful Feather'd kind, 
Ar the coming of the Spring ; 


= All in happy Pairs are joyn'd, 
— And becauſe they love they Sing. 


S. Ses 


48 ON, Set by Ar. CLARK. 
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OW often have I curs d that ſable Deceit, 
| For making me wiſh and admire; 

And rifle poor Qvid to learn to intrear, | 

When Reaſon might check my deſire : 

For ſagely of late it has been diſclos'd, | 

There's nothing, nothing conceal'd uncommon z 
No Miracles under a Mask repos'd, 

When knowing Cynthia's a Woman, 


L% Tho" Beauty's great Charms our Sences delude, 

. "Tis the Centre attracts our Needle; 

And Love's a Jeſt when thought to intrude, 

The deſign of it to unriddle ; | 

A Virgin may ſhow ſtrange coyneſs in Love, 

| And tell you Chimera's of Honour; 
But give her her Wiſh, the Man ſhe approves, 

© - No Labour he'll have to win her. 


